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W I N T E R 1 9 6 3
foreword
As far as I know there has always been a 
student literary magazine on the campus of 
Montana State University. It was called when 
I first came here Sluicebox, I believe; and 
though it was a modest enough mimeo­
graphed sheet, its editors still remembered 
how one of its predecessors, The Frontier, 
beginning with the publication of student 
and faculty material, had gone on to become 
first a regional, then a national magazine 
of real distinction. The moving spirit behind 
The Frontier was Dr. H. G. Merriam, for 
many years head of the English Department. 
And it was Dr. Merriam, too, who first insti­
tuted a writing program in the University 
and who began the series of Writers Con­
ferences which brought to Missoula during 
the summers established authors and aspir­
ing writers from all over the United States. 
It was his belief, and soon became mine, that 
such a complex writing program was neces­
sary not merely to teach those interested a 
skill and possibly a trade, but to help all 
Montanans to understand the meaning of 
their own lives, to create for themselves and 
their part of the country an image and a soul.
If, as Socrates argued, the unexamined life 
is not worth living, an institution which 
teaches people to examine their lives is vital
to everyone; and the art which makes such 
examination moving and beautiful should be 
sponsored at the heart of that institution. This 
is the justification for the University and for 
a literary magazine in the University. Yet 
there has always been on our campus, as else­
where, dissatisfaction with whatever student 
periodical exists at the moment. Sooner or 
later, one argument runs, it is bound to run 
stories or poems which shock the timid, 
upset the genteel, or disturb the indolent. 
And this, to the credit of such magazines, is 
true. Moreover, says a second argument, such 
a magazine is necessarily written by a minor­
ity for a minority, and can never reach the 
large numbers of students appealed to by, 
say, a campus newspaper. The latter is a 
necessity, the former a luxury. And it is, of 
course, true; a literary magazine is a luxury. 
The sort of knowledge and insight it gives 
helps no one pass a course or raise his stand­
ard of living; it does not even tell him who 
beat whom at what, or who is pinned to 
whom. It only gives him occasional glimpses, 
often dismaying, into himself. And this lux­
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He knew that the letter had come. He could 
tell that it had come, from the silence in the 
living room when he walked in. His father 
stayed behind his paper, but the creased folds 
were held still, pages unturned. His mother 
made no pretense, but slapped down her mag­
azine and folded her arms, waiting. The drone 
of scales from the piano stopped, halfway 
down the keyboard, and his little sister 
turned on the bench.
He went over to the table by the telephone 
where his mother piled incoming mail. The 
letter lay there, sleek and unopened, ad­
dressed to Tom Custis. In the corner was 
stamped “State University,” with a blurred 
seal and a motto in words he could not 
read. He looked away.
“Carol called,” said his mother.
“Did she,” he said.
“She said that whatsisname at State called 
Coach Manning and told him all about it. 
Said they’re getting a big celebration ready.”
The window behind the telephone was 
open. A breath of air from the night outside 
stirred the limp curtains. He could feel the 
coolness barely touch his face. He thought, 
it’s dark out there. I could go back out there. 
He looked over his shoulder at his mother. 
She sat under the glare of the overhead 
light, her arms folded tightly.
“You can get that application for admis­
sion sent there now,” she said. “I got it all 
filled out for you.” She sat unmoving. Behind 
her were the stiff rows of book club selec­
tions that she ordered regularly, and the set 
of Britannica Juniors in the walnut case that 
had come with it. Ranged across the wall 
beyond was a cross-stitch version of the 
Lord’s Prayer, done in black and red, some
enlarged snapshots of the family, and an 
engraving of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 
framed in black. He looked down at the letter.
“Mick says that job’ll open up in a week,” 
he said to the letter. His mother’s magazine 
slid to the floor. Two kittens purred up from 
an opened page. “That job!”
“Did you see Mick tonight?” said his father 
softly.
“That’s where I been,” he said.
“Yeah, and if you opened your eyes you 
saw what that job’ll get you. That’s what I 
told Mick, six years ago. Course, he couldn’t 
listen either. Now here you are with ten 
times the chances Mick ever had, and you 
stand there and whine about ‘that job’.” 
“Mick’s gonna buy the garage,” he said. 
“Mick says if I work and save my money, 
I can buy in with him.”
“Garage!” She picked up her magazine 
and laid it down again. “And what about 
that scholarship? And that dinner they’re 
giving? Are you gonna go up to the Booster 
Club and say thanks anyway, but I don’t 
want to go to college after all? Is that what 
you’re gonna say?”
“Yes,” he said.
“All that football! Practicing night after 
night. I remember you coming in looking like 
death warmed over, your lip all smashed and 
your nose pushed in and too tired to do your 
homework, after you went through all that 
and it looks like it might pay off, what do 
you do?” Her voice rose, mimicking. “ ‘No, 
I want to get a job.’ What’d you keep prac­
ticing for, if you didn’t figure on it paying 
off?”
“I liked to.”
“Liked to! Then why’re you gonna quit?
—  2 —
Here’s your chance to keep right on getting
1 your face shoved in, for another four years, 
and you stand there and tell me—”
“Mom,” he said, “there’s studies at college, 
too.”
“Well, sure,” she said, getting her breath. 
“They gotta teach you something.”
“Not if I don’t do better than I been doing, 
they won’t teach me anything.”
“You gotta study harder.” She heaved up 
out of her chair and stalked over to him. He 
drew back, but she was frowning at the 
opened window. She slammed it shut. The 
curtains puffed up and fell limp.
“I tried to tell Mick,” she said heavily. “Just 
look at your father, I said, there’s what you’ll 
be in a few years if you don’t get some edu-
I cation. Just look at your father, slaving 
away at the mill and coming home smelling 
of beer. A drunk slave you’ll be, I told Mick.” 
“Yes,” said his father. “I told Mick, too.” 
“And now you. With a nice girl like Carol.
> Carol was telling me,” she said, watching
1 him, “how at the University they have special 
dances and things for the guys on the team
■ and their girls. But you, you’re gonna get a 
job and marry a little Polanski like Mick did. 
And you,” she shouted at the piano, whipping 
around, “you aren’t going to amount to 
anything either if you don’t get to work.”
The piano picked up mid-scale, and Tom 
ducked past his mother through the door into 
the kitchen. He went through the kitchen 
and out into the back yard.
He sat down on the lawn under the scrubby 
elm, noticing idly that his legs were losing 
their perfect tone. Coach Manning was a his­
tory teacher besides a coach. He supposed he 
would study to be a history teacher if he 
went to the University. A twisted picture of 
himself in a sport coat, lecturing to a class, 
came to him. And you gotta remember, Wash­
ington come up here and fought here and 
went over there, and remember these dates, 
they’re important, you gotta know ’em . . . 
maybe if I tried hard enough I could remem­
ber them all, he thought. But I never remem­
bered many yet.
He thought about the banquet the Boosters
■ were planning for the next week. Carol was 
painting a banner that read, ‘Custis for us at 
the U.’ Looking over his shoulder at the 
squares of yellow light that fell from the
■ living room windows to the dark lawn, he
thought, I could make a speech. I could 
explain.
I could say, please, I don’t want to go to 
college. It was fun playing football, but I 
don’t want to learn a bunch of dates. I want 
to go to work for my brother and be his 
partner after awhile.
A vision of the Boosters, with upturned 
faces above white collars and regimental ties, 
came to him and showed him the absurdity 
of his imaginary speech.
He jumped up and began to run across the 
back yard, running away from the staring 
faces of the Boosters. He could feel the drive- 
push of his legs (not really far out of shape, 
they weren’t) carrying him over the lawn. 
Jumping easily over the water sprinkler, his 
arms went up to snag down an imaginary 
pass; then with the imaginary ball tucked 
against him running as fast as he could out 
of the yard and acros the vacant lot that sepa­
rated his mother’s fenced territory from St. 
John’s parish, feeling the ground melt away 
but with no accompanying roar from the 
bleachers, only Father O’More staring from 
the parish steps.
He would run away from them all. He 
could run faster than any high school boy 
in the Conference, and now perhaps he could 
run past the circle of his mother’s sight, 
away from her grim eyes and the rows of 
shiny books that she dusted every morning, 
away from the puffy white blur that was 
Father O’More’s face, and St. John’s stubby 
brick spire. (Mind what I say, and you’ll 
grow up to amount to something. Read the 
encyclopedias. Then you’ll learn something, 
and you won’t grow up to be a mill hand. Go 
say your Hail Marys. Maybe you won’t for­
get your spelling words. If you flunk the 
fourth grade, you’ll be a mill hand when you 
grow up. What do you want to play football 
for? Where’s the good in it? Where’ll it get 
you? Where’s the good where’ll it get you 
where’s the good?)
But I like to play football.
He had left behind the neighborhood of 
seedy bungalows where so many of the mill 
hands lived. Here, higher up the hill, the 
houses were bigger, the lawns broader, 
smoother. A few doors were open. A few 
people were sitting on porches, absorbing the 
last warmth of evening. A voice came float­
ing to him.
— 3 —
“There’s the Custis boy, the one that made 
All-Conference end. Going up to the State U 
next fall, they say.”
He stopped, looking around at the opulent 
houses. A few blocks from here was Carol’s 
house, where Carol was now daubing red 
paint on a paper banner. The imaginary foot­
ball fell from his arms and melted into a 
clipped boulevard. So this was where his run 
had gotten him.
He began walking down the hill. Far to 
his left was his brother’s house, hidden by 
other houses. In front of it would be his
brother’s old car, the one Tom had been work­
ing on all afternoon. In the house Mick would 
be watching television—no books in Mick’s 
living room—and his wife, the little Polanski, 
would be watching television too. I won’t be 
able to watch television much, he thought. 
I’ll have to be learning dates.
He reached his mother’s house, and walked 
up the steps. She sat holding her magazine 
in the electric light, backed by the shining 
books.
“Your application’s all ready to mail,” she 
said. £
snowbound as i  am
FIRST PLACE
Mike H. Ross
Winter’s dust lies mute upon my home.
I wonder what the others think of it?
I cannot stir to ask them,
Snowbound as I am.
*I’ve been here so long now.
I know too well winter’s bite—
Her whiteness aches my bones,
My pale, pale cheeks are chilled anyway.
I hear my friends protest the cold;
Plaintive cries muffled by acres.
But here alone I cannot talk with them,
To curse the ice together.
The rich Mrs. Aberly came to see me yesterday.
Long ago she ignored me—because I ate to live,
Now we are good friends,
After all, our homes are the same.
Twilight is coming:
My darling comes to tuck me in,
But I cannot stir to thank her—
Snowbound as I am.
*The contest judges awarded first prize to a cut version of this poem, 
omitting the second stanza. However, at the author’s request, we 






One of the more peculiar diversions in con­
temporary culture is the game of chicken, in 
which the drivers of two automobiles accel­
erate toward each other from opposite direc­
tions and the first to swerve from the impend­
ing head-on collision is designated a “chick­
en.” It seemed foregone when Messrs. 
Khrushchev and Kennedy engaged in a nuc­
lear variation of this game over the matter 
of missiles in Cuba, that Mr. Khrushchev, 
who has often proclaimed that nothing is 
worth the price of nuclear war, would swerve 
from an imminent collision, while Mr. Ken­
nedy, that psychological oddity who would 
“never negotiate from fear,” would take a 
final walk with his wife and then resolutely 
steer straight ahead come hell or not.
More interesting, however, was this na­
tion’s reaction when President Kennedy 
made his rash answer to Chairman Khrush­
chev’s irresponsibility. The Rabid Right gave 
forth with lunatic screams of “Why block­
ade? Invade!” The Respectable Right, less 
forthright in its madness, attempted a 
McCarthyite assassination of Adlai Steven­
son for, of all things, suggesting that negotia­
tion precede military action. The middle-of- 
the-road majority rallied blindly to President 
Kennedy’s support for having won a “great 
victory” in a “calculated diplomatic gamble.” 
Only a small minority—a growing minority, 
to be sure, but still a minority—questioned 
the ethics of actions which might have 
plunged the world into a fiery cataclysm. 
What does this bespeak of the moral values 
of America, the self-proclaimed moral guard­
ian of the world?
To the uninitiated, to the deluded and to 
the sophist, this crisis, and, for that matter,
the entire cold war, is a culmination of a 
moral issue. America is out to win the world 
(or, at least, hold the line) for its own revolu­
tionary basis—freedom. And Russia is out to 
win the world for its revolutionary basis— 
socialism. Since the concept of freedom set 
forth in the Declaration of Independence, and 
the concept of socialism propounded by 
Marx* are both good things, it would seem, 
as one observer has remarked, that the world 
is in danger of being blown up out of altruism. 
That this would be the ultimate of absurdities 
need not concern us, however, because it is 
far from the truth. There is no conflict be­
tween Jefferson’s idea of a society which 
would safeguard life, liberty and the pursuit 
of happiness, and Marx’s idea of a society 
which would fully realize individualism and 
humanism. The true clash is between the 
managerial bureaucracy of America’s modi- 
field capitalism and the totalitarian bureauc­
racy of Russia’s Communist Party. This 
clash, of course, takes place on two levels— 
the secular and the liturgical—with the two 
levels interacting. The ethnocentric litanies 
of America’s organization-men and of Rus­
sia’s state capitalism supplement and rein­
force (indeed, one could say maintain) the 
purely secular competition. It goes without
*1 have made several favorable references to Marx 
in this essay. I do so fully aware that he was not a 
paragon of wisdom. In regard to the emotional, 
blanket rejection of his ideas by so many “intel­
lectuals,” it is worth remarking that if Communism 
is the god that failed incompletely disillusioned rad­
icals, then Marx is the christ that failed. (Cf. Har­
old F. Searles, “Scorn, Disillusionment and Adora­
tion in the Psychotherapy of Schizophrenia,” 
Psychoanalysis and the Psychoanalytic Review , Vol. 
49, No. 3, pp. 51 and 58.)
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saying that the concepts of freedom and 
socalism, insofar as they do not rationalize 
either of these litanies, are to a large extent 
lost in the scuffle. The United States em­
braces fascist dictatorships with hardly a 
qualm; likewise Russia endorses totalitarian 
methods to further its interests. This is to say 
nothing of the all-pervasive inroads the burg­
eoning military-industrial complexes have 
made and will continue to make on the con­
cepts of freedom and socialism so long as the 
Russian-American conflict and its concomi­
tant armaments race is maintained at the 
present level.
This, then, is the morality of the great 
American nation: We have embraced and 
chosen to vindicate, with the destruction of 
the world if necessary, an institutionalized 
materialism that has no spiritual rationale. 
Production and consumption are not, to us, 
means to a more truly human end, but ends 
in themselves. When our nation begins to 
falter and stumble drunkenly under its 
oppressive burden of inner emptiness and 
dearth of hope, our President calls for a tax 
cut to stimulate yet more consumption and 
yet more production. This is what the Old 
Testament calls idolatry. We, as human 
beings, have fallen down to worship things— 
the very things we have created. We have 
apotheosized our money, the epitome of our 
materialism, with the name of God. In doing 
so, we have defiled our creativeness, the 
essence of humanity, and become things our­
selves. But, we feel, at least we have chosen 
our lot—in that sense we are free. Therein 
lies our hope. Therein, too, is engendered our 
horror of totalitarian Communism, which 
would deprive us even of what we feel are 
our private and individual submissions to 
materialism. In fact, to those of us who have 
become the most vacuous, the most muted 
and dispirited, the horror of totalitarian Com­
munism is so immediate that the litany of 
private materialism has become unquestion­
able, and allegiance to it unquestionable. 
Such are the imperious For America, For 
Freedom, For This and For That groups, 
whose paranoiac noises are so great a propa­
ganda blessing to the very Communism they 
profess to decry.
What a proud image we present to the 
world! How majestic is the American giant 
as it staggers about the world scene, parad­
ing its moral void within to the tune of rat­
tling nuclear sabers without! Can we really 
think the young, rising nations, romantically ■ 
struggling with revolutions or newly-won 
independence will look to us for leadership 
and enlightenment? No, we cannot. Further­
more, if we continue to support, in the name 
of our capitalistic self-interests, reactionary 
regimes which temporarily beat back inevit­
able revolutions, we can expect they will turn 
to Russia in self-defense. A quasi-fealty to 
Moscow would offer them a means to rapid 
development and economic independence, 
along with the intellectual and spiritual en­
ticement of soi-disant communism. (Such has 
been the case with Cuba.) With encourage­
ment, however, these countries would un­
doubtedly show preference for some degree 
of socialism. A liberal foreign policy directed 
toward this end in 1948 or 1953 would have 
done wonders in relieving the world tensions 
extant today. Such minimal encouragement 
will accomplish little in 1963, though, even if 
accompanied by President Kennedy’s empty i 
rhetoric and vague new image. Too many 
things have become fixed. Indo-China and 
Cuba have already turned to Communism. 
Laos and Viet Nam face the unhappy choice 
of dictatorship on the right or dictatorship 
on the left. A similar choice is looming for 
several South American countries.
The drift toward the world politics antici­
pated by George Orwell in 1984 is more than 
striking. The only thing Orwell did not fore­
see is that whereas the United States is will- j 
ing to accept a limited “arms control” which 
would enable the armaments race and its 
coincident machiavellian drift toward Or­
well’s world to continue unabated (while pre­
cluding nuclear disaster), the Soviet Union, 
ironically enough, insists upon the only means 
of avoiding this — universal disarmament. 
Consequently, the arms race runs on uncon­
trolled, increasing day by day the probability 
of nuclear war. Only a new image with a 
core to it, attained through a radical turn 
toward democratic socialism by the United 
States itself, now offers a path between the 
totalitarian, limited-war stalemate envis­
ioned by Orwell, and the present course j 
toward the holocaust of World War III. I now 
propose to examine the moral basis of this 
radical shift in policy, to examine what is 
inherent in the nature of human beings that 





Little red car roll, little red car roll. Cows 
pinetrees sagebrush. Weird country, cold and 
gray. Carmel is warm quaint houses. Eighty 
miles an hour, red car roll, just turned six- 
thousand miles. Good little car cost enough. 
Song of the open road a poem to write. A 
Poem for Sammy. He should see this, Sammy 
warm and sweet on the beach at Carmel 
watching the musclemen. Soldiers from Fort 
Ord there, on a Sunday. Little red car roll. 
On and on to Stratford Ontario. Roll little 
red car roll roll roll.
Sammy last week with his piano at the 
Mission Ranch. God the feeling, the blues 
feeling. Bastard reviewer called it jazz cham­
ber music! Eighty miles an hour. Sam likes 
this car, why he hangs around me the mer­
cenary bitch. Warm and sweet, Sammy on 
the beach at Carmel. A Poem for Sammy. 
Little kitten car roars like a tiger not dainty 
at all that exhaust roar. Note of authority 
the salesman said. Sammy in Carmel watch­
ing bulging musclemen’s swimming trunks. 
Watching, the bitch, sweet Sammy the bitch. 
Roll little red car.
On the road twenty hours now, Nebraska 
soon. Damn back sore, have to shift posi­
tions. Neuralgia, growing old. Medicine Doc 
Connolly gave me, who wants me to go 
straight, says I have enough problems being 
black. A nigger faggot. Gay they call us, 
gay as hell. Whoopee.
What Sammy’s doing now, picking up some 
soldier or eyeballing musclemen. I hate guys 
like him, so pretty and so swishy. How can 
I hate him, I love him. Love him so much 
I could kill him. Genius at the piano. Fences 
cows sagebrush. Little red car roll. Godawful 
country. It’ll be good to see Stratford again. 
Solly wrote, said Sarah’s going to be there. 
Sarah losing his looks now, like me. Picture 
of Sammy in the other seat. Smile at me, 
Sammy. Signed “Never forget, Sammy.” Nice
Athearn
eyes, never forget. They all forget. Watch the 
road. Eighty-five, ninety. Fast car damn 
crooked bumpy roads damn fickle goddam 
Sammy in Carmel, bulging bathing trunks for 
Sammy. Sign: Open Range Ahead, means no 
fences. The bitch I’ll kill him when I get back. 
No. I’ll love him the bitch. Roll little red . . . 
Sentimental at my age you’d think I’d get 
over it. Tall soldiers in Carmel. Damned 
handkerchief, come out. Corner coming up, 
slow down. Eyes dry now, shouldn’t get so 
torn up over the kid. How fast I can take 
this corner, steering at eighty-five with one 
hand. Tires screeching, car sliding, four- 
wheel drift, gear down. Go little red car. 
Corners good, good little red car, out of the 
corner. Made it.
Cows. Cows in the road! Cows! Brakes, 
second gear. Its no good goddamn cows 
Sammy six-thousand-two miles Big goddamn 
cows . . .
SAMMY!
Whirling grass trees cows off the 
road the ditch red hurt sick yellow mist. 
Rolling little red car, over and over. Dirt. 
Grass. The mist. My arm. Funny little red 
car. Neck hurts and my head. Sammy all 
warm and brown on the beach. The hurt the 
hurt. Will Sammy be sad? The bitch. On the 
grass over there his picture. Crawl over. 
Hurt, get the picture. Left arm no good use 
right arm. Wrist hurts. Grab, fingers. Fingers 
don’t work. Turn over the picture. Dizzy, 
sick, don’t puke on the picture . . . Ah, blood! 
Internal injuries. Thats all right, bleed to 
death. My body all broken Sammy wouldn’t 
like. The hurt, the mist . . . fading
The mist, the swirling world. The 
picture, turn over the picture. Its over, glass 
all broken, all broken Sammy . . . tired, sick 
The mist, grass in my face. The 
bright world. Car stopped up there, a man 




FIRST PLACE Dennis Skojstad
Youngman Green felt a need to understand the purpose of 
life and went out to look for direction,
(He ventured forth to find some knowledge,)
But was unable to determine immediately any answer to 
the complex question in his mind.
(But found it not when he went to college.)
Youngman Green stopped a passing man to ask for help 
in his difficult pursuit.
(So he queried of a gentle sage,)
“Say, sir, what have you found to be either the general 
or specific meaning of life as based upon your 
experience and knowledge of the world?”
(“Sir Sage, what’s the meaning of this page?”)
The man replied, “Er, what? You must have the wrong 
man. . . .” and hesitantly hurried away.
(The Sage looked sage and said, “Youngman,
Each must read the page as he can!”)
Youngman Green, not finding any satisfaction in this 
man’s reply, began to look around him to see if 
other young people might seem to be displaying an 
inquiring intellect or a serene soul.
(Youngman Green betook himself to watch mankind 
To see if he could answers find.)
However, Youngman Green found no knowledge and little 
purpose in life discernible in the actions of his 
peers.
(Oh youth, oh youth, on Bacchus spent 
In days and nights unlike Lent.)
The idealistic youth had gotten something from his study 
of those about him, though.
(Youngman Green, that shrewd, shrewd soul,
Had found the knowledge that had been his goal. 
Life could not on a pursuit be built.





If you are ever in a large city at eight 
o’clock some Saturday morning, amble over 
to the downtown branch of the public library. 
The building itself will doubtless present a 
cold, stone face at that early hour, and if 
the city is large enough and the climate 
favorable, you may even meet an aging Eliza 
Doolittle selling flowers. If so, you would 
do well to buy a bouquet before passing into 
this building, which is hallowed by the old 
literary masters as well as by the members 
of the city council.
It always seems to me that the doors of 
most libraries are nearly too heavy to pull 
open, and I think to myself that it is almost 
as if Proserpina and her cronies behind the 
check-out desk were trying to keep the tax­
payers out. Libraries are curious places. No 
matter how many adolescents spent the prev­
ious night rummaging through the reference 
books’ shelves in an attempt to compile their 
first research papers, leaving bits of their 
Big Hunk wrappers hither and yon, no mat­
ter whether the rain the day before had been 
the worst in forty years and all the book bor­
rowers had tracked in endless quantities of 
mud and soggy leaves, at eight o’clock in the 
morning, the colorless walls of the various 
vaults stare down at well-swept floors and 
orderly shelves. Here and there one notices 
a faded painting after the style of a Charlie 
Russell pioneer-Indian pow-wow, and he is 
aware of the well-meaning attempt of some 
civic-minded matron to lend warmth to the 
drab interior.
Come see the place where scholars send 
their young disciples to find knowledge. 
Walk with me along the rows and rows of 
shelves crammed to their fullest with books 
whose bindings are faded and whose serial 
numbers indicate their addresses in this
Dewey-decimally arranged society. Here 
H. G. Wells abides next to Carolyn Wells 
just as in some art gallery Rembrant hangs 
next to Picasso. No need to visit the popular 
fiction room. Those books are all well-worn 
and much-mended, and the men whose works 
stand there have, for the most part, names 
which are new to literary circles, and they 
are still living. The shelves are dusted even 
behind the volumes, and there are large gaps 
in each row. Despite his careful sweeping, 
last night’s janitor failed to notice a scatter­
ing of cigarette ashes between one book case 
and the wall, and a bronze bobby-pin lies 
unnoticed near the leg of a reading desk.
It is good to be in the library early in the 
morning when Saturday’s scholars are just 
downing their first cup of coffee. At that 
hour one is free to browse through the city’s 
largest sepulcher where the light fixtures 
never furnish adequate light and the odor 
of musty paper and oiled bindings fills one’s 
nostrils. The quiet, punctuated only by the 
clicking of the librarian’s typewriter keys 
against her check-out cards, is as comfort­
ing as a familiar blanket on a cold 
February morning. It is not the quiet of 
Wall Street at 6:30 p.m. It is the quiet of 
a museum or concert hall—the quiet that 
comes with the end of striving. One may 
walk alone through the library, but he is 
never lonely. Perhaps it is the same non­
loneliness that one feels when he is with 
a group of his intellectual or social inferiors 
with whom he cannot fully communicate. He 
is very much by himself, yet he feels a kind 
of sustenance in being the one-eyed man in 
the land of the blind. Yes, the dead master 
is inferior to even the lowliest living appren­
tice.
Journey into the upper vaults of the library
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where the volumes praise their gods, Logic 
and Fact. Visit the science room where the 
books are outmoded two weeks before they 
are printed. There lies William T. Brannt, 
author of the Techno-Chemical Receipt Book. 
How important it was to him to instruct 
1889’s housewife in the washing and restora­
tion of ostrich feathers, to give the recipe for 
brilliant whitewash closely resembling paint, 
and to describe the proper method for the 
removal of foul air from wells, to say nothing 
of the utilization of fowl feathers. What will 
Einstein sound like in 2020? Consider for a 
moment dear old James H. Bliss as he com­
piled his 836 pages in Management Through 
Accounts. His hopes must have soared as 
he presented his manuscript to the pub­
lisher in 1923, but one wonders how well his 
soul sleeps there on the shelf in that new- 
looking black binding with the shiny gold 
stripes when only five inquiring mortals 
have resurrected him from his crypt in forty 
years.
There’s not even a finger print in the dust 
which seeks to consume these volumes, and 
the streaks in the plaster where the rain has 
oozed under the window casing and run down 
the wall are a testimonial to the passing of 
time. One mustn’t be too surprised at find­
ing a hair, well pressed between the leaves 
of one of these tomes whose creator strove 
to pen his soul into immortality. Certainly 
he had the same hope for the permanence 
of his name that his mother had as she en­
tered her new offspring in the family Bible. 
In the library’s quiet, one senses that each 
author present gained immortality; but are 
there not degrees of immortality? Is Ham­
ilton A. Church as immortal as Rousseau 
even though his Manufacturing Costs and 
Accounts has been read only twice in 
thirty years? And what of the volumes 
containing colored reproductions of the 
world’s great paintings? Today da Vinci’s 
Virgin of the Rocks looks as faded as 1955’s 
Crown Victoria, and Courbet’s Village Girls 
is merely yesterday’s fancy.
Just as old fire horses are sent to the glue 
factory, old books ultimately find their way 
back to the pulp plant or to the incinerator. 
All writers know this secretly; yet for every 
volume disposed of, ten new works will come 
hopefully to take its place. Each author 
views himself as a potential Voltaire. Each
creator willingly shrouds his soul in an oil­
cloth jacket.
When you have finished your tour of the 
library, leave your bouquet in remembrance 
of these dead and dying, and as a tribute 
to those who have here cast off mor­
tality. Listen for the sound of your own 
heels clicking on the cold floor as you leave, 
smile at the unsmiling valise-checker, and 
then step past the heavy door into a world 
of Dior dresses and exhaust fumes, a world 
of city park attendants and window dressers. 
Slide into your depreciating car and drive 
past skyscrapers, department stores and fac­
tories, past junk yards and cemeteries. £















A young man 
but no longer 
really young 
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THIRD PLACE ° re  th a t
David Rorvik
My name is alfred. With a small “a” ’cause 
that’s the way people think of me, and you’re 
people you know. Anyway, alfred is my 
name. You probably read about me in the 
papers a few years ago—the Emma Claus 
case. Remember? Yeah, well Emma she was 
my ma. Used to rub me raw always crabbin’ 
or naggin’ about something. Sweet Jesus 
how she used to crab! Get a job! Get outta my 
hair! Get your own damn car! Something! 
Anything! Man that used to kill me, espe­
cially about that car bit. Like hers was some­
thin’ to talk about anyhow: an old ’49 heap— 
threw a rod the first time I really wound 
it up. That was when I finally had it to 
myself. The car I mean. It was right after 
my old man, my father that is, laid her out 
dead and good. I remember that day pretty 
good.
I was sittiri’ in that old shack of ours over 
in the digs one night when he come—he was 
a big man and real good lookin’, you know. 
And he had all sorts of money, and cars, 
women and everything. He was real swell to 
me. So I don’t blame him for shootin’ like he 
did when Ma started crabbin’ at him, calling 
him worthless, and a bum, and all sorts of 
names he was sick of hearin’.
The only thing that was wrong, he used 
my gun. It was a forty-five what I sorta 
won. He dropped it on the floor, and I let it 
be for a long time and shut the kids up good 
in the bedroom so’s to give my old man 
time to get away. But it wasn’t long after 
he left that chippie Mardell came over to see 
if I was gonna have the car for a date we was 
supposed to have that night. I said sure I was; 
I could have it anytime I wanted it. She was 
real glad till she saw ma and my gun layin’ 
there on the floor. I told her who done it,
but she went screamin’ that I’d killed Emma. 
I tried to grab her but she went straight 
to the neighbors. I decided Pa had got enough 
time anyway. I got in that old ’49 job and 
drove fast cause it was hard telling what 
Mardell might do. I threw that rod just west 
of Placerville. That’s where the cops picked 
me up.
I told ’em at the trial that it was Pa who 
done it cause I knew he was safe anyway and 
I wasn’t. It wasn’t like I was squealin’ or 
anything, see? I said he done it cause Ma 
was so damn mean an’ all. But you never 
would guess what them people who was wit­
nesses said. They said I never had no Pa! 
Even that chippie Mardell said so. And her 
ma said she knowed for sure I was a bastard 
and never even saw my pa. Now ain’t that 
somethin’ else! Everybody’s got an old man. 
And mine was the best. Rich and everything 
you know; real swell. We used to do all 
kinds of things together, Pa and me. It just 
made me sick to hear them people say what 
they did.
And that’s how I got here—’cause of what 
they said. I’ve been here a long time, and 
I’ll be here a lot longer. One old lady pointed 
a finger at me when I left court that day 
and said I’d be here till I die. They said all 
kinds of things. One feller with a big camera 
snapped the bulb when they was leadin’ me 
out and said, “Well, ya got your picture in all 
the papers sonny, hope you’re satisfied.” I still 
got them pictures, too. They wasn’t half bad. 
And another guy said somethin’ like, “See 
you bucked the draft after all, kid,” and then 
spit on the ground like there was something 
bitter in his mouth. People are like that, I 
guess. All of ’em. But I don’t care. My pa 
ain’t. He ain’t like people. f




Charles McCrew looked at his face, shining 
pink from the razor, in the bathroom mirror 
as he tied his four-in-hand. He gave his tie 
a final unhappy twitch, and surveyed his 
person, splendid in an oxford gray suit and 
gleaming shoes. The beauty of his image— 
although undoubtedly his hairline was a 
trifle higher than it had been even last year— 
comforted him, but he was still unhappy as 
he snapped off the light above the mirror and 
walked out into the living room.
He stopped here, feeling better. The room 
had been a dreary hole when he had taken 
the apartment, and he liked to think of it
now as the result of his own good taste. He 
walked over to the window and adjusted one 
of the dark gold burlap drapes, turned and 
flicked a speck from one of the walnut end 
tables.
He straightened and looked at the collec­
tion of Renoir prints that hung above the 
sofa. The bright prints with their blobs of 
color that were people and trees and flowers 
gave the whole room an air that would have 
been missing with the wild bird stencils over 
which he had deliberated so long. The Renoir 
prints added, Charles decided, just the right 
artistic touch.
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At the knock at the door, he hastily patted 
the gold bowl on the coffee table, centering 
it, and went to answer. He hesitated, remind­
ing himself of his vow—never another date 
with a strange woman, never—and then 
opened the door.
“Charlie! How are you, boy?” His friend 
Harry stood in the foyer, bulky in a tweed 
topcoat. His companion stood quietly, just 
behind him.
“Hello, Harry,” said Charles politely. He 
turned to the woman whom Harry was usher­
ing in, and she looked back at him with a 
strained face.
“Charlie, this is Lily,” introduced Harry. 
“Lily Hatfield.”
“Hello, Charlie,” said Lily. Charles winced. 
This woman, like so many of the others that 
Harry brought around to show him, was 
nearly thirty-five, shown plainly enough in 
the soft face with its faintly crumpled look, 
the fine skin loosened and lines around the 
mouth and throat, and most of all in the look 
of desperation behind the wide violet eyes.
“Isn’t she a flower, Charlie?” shouted 
Harry, gesturing in his bulky coat. “Isn’t she 
a lily?” His face was flushed, and Charles 
guessed that Harry had had a drink before 
leaving his own apartment.
“Hello, Lily,” said Charles in resignation— 
for it was, after all, only one more fading 
woman with whom Harry sought to end his 
happy bachelordom—and because he didn’t 
know what else to say, added, “Won’t you 
come in and have a drink before we’re off?”
Lily looked about her as they walked into 
the room and sat down. Charles warmed a 
little as he saw her gaze go from the prints 
to the walnut bookcase. He got down his 
goblets and arranged them on the hardwood 
tray, stroking the glass.
“That’s all right, Charlie, you don’t have 
to go to a lot of work,” Harry said. “You 
don’t need to use your good glasses. You 
don’t care, do you, Lily?”
“I like to use them,” Charles said apolo­
getically, rummaging in his liquor cabinet. 
With the goblets had come a pamphlet indi­
cating clearly just what liquor was served in 
which goblet, and he had checked it ahead 
of time.
Harry leaned back on the sofa. “Look at 
this,” he said to Lily. “What bachelor do 
you know with his curtains and lampshades
and things all matching?” Charles, blushing, 
glanced from the drapes to the dull gold of 
the lampshades and the gold bowl on the | 
coffee table, and then looked over his shoul­
der at Lily.
Lily was not looking at the lampshades or 
the curtains or the bowl. She was looking 
instead at the gleaming rows of books in 
the walnut case that stood behind the chair 
in which she was sitting.
Harry walked over and sat on the arm 
of the chair. “Still picking up books, hey, 
Charlie?”
i
“Yes, I buy a few regularly.”
Lily stroked the backs of the matched set 
on the bottom shelf. “They are beautiful,” 
she said. Her hands were carefully groomed 
and blue-veined, and her nails were faintly 
pink against the dark red leather.
Harry looked down at the books. “Pretty 
expensive,” he said, professionally.
“Oh, they didn’t cost so terribly,” Charles 
said modestly, knowing that the.leather and ] 
gold belied his words.
Harry squinted at the top row. “Heming­
way!” he said suddenly. “You read Heming­
way, Charlie? Say, Conroy over in the busi­
ness office says he’s pretty good sometimes.”
“I don’t know,” Charles said uncomforta­
bly. “I just got them, and I haven’t had time 
to read any of them yet.”
“I bet your father never read any of these, 
did he, Lily?” asked Harry. “I bet all his 
books were pretty decent.”
“Hemingway is supposed to be—” began 
Charles, setting down the bottle. Lily inter­
rupted him.
“Oh, Father had all these novels. I used 
to read them aloud to him.”
“There, Harry, you see?” said Charles, re­
lieved. “There’s nothing the matter with 
Hemingway.” He brought the tray of drinks 
over to them.
Harry helped himself. “Well, I wouldn’t 
know, myself. Gosh, I don’t see how you find 
time to read.”
“Well, I don’t have much time,” Charles 
admitted, “but I plan to do a lot of catch- ] 
ing up when I take my vacation next month.” i 
Lily took out one of the books and held 
it on her knee for a moment. Charles was 
uneasily reminded of the schoolteacher Harry 
had brought up to his apartment last year, 
who had insisted on a long discussion of 
Julius Caesar. Lily said nothing, however,
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just looked up at him with her wide, sad 
eyes and smiled. She accepted the drink 
Charles handed her, and sipped it.
Charles sat down and sipped his own drink. 
He felt better. Lily wasn’t as forward as some 
of Harry’s friends were, and she looked very 
much in place, sitting beside the books in her 
neat gray suit. He approved of her taste, of 
her conservative leather pumps and violet 
silk blouse.
“You say you live with your father?” he 
asked her.
She looked up at him, the light catching 
the lines around her eyes. “My father died a 
year ago. I lived with him, but—the house 
was so expensive. I’ve let it go.”
“Quite a guy, Lily’s dad,” said Harry. “He 
was blind, Charlie, but you’d never have 
known it, to see him get around. Would you, 
Lily?”
“No,” said Lily.
Harry jumped off the chair and roamed 
around, carrying his drink. “Of course, he 
couldn’t read, though. Lily used to read to 
him. Bet you used to get tired of that, didn’t 
you, Lily?” He stopped by the window, 
fingering the drapes. “Guess I’ll have to get 
you to pick out the new curtains for my 
place, Charlie. These are sure nice.”
“I’d be glad to,” said Charles. That was a 
small favor for Harry. The drink was begin­
ning to warm him. Harry, who could have 
a date of his own any day of the week, chose 
instead to relieve his friend’s boredom.
“Well, well,” Charles said, taking a deep 
draught from his goblet. “Here we all are.” 
He smiled at Harry and at Lily. The look on 
Lily’s face puzzled him for a moment, but 
he dismissed it as a chance expression.
Harry was down on his knees rummaging 
through the record cabinet, his goblet on the 
carpet beside him. “Got anything new, 
Charlie?”
“Yes, that one on top. Debussy. I haven’t 
had a chance to play it yet.”
“Hum.” Harry looked doubtfully at the 
album. He looked at his watch and scrambled 
up. “Hey, it’s getting late. I’ve got tables 
reserved at the Stockman’s. Steaks! How’s 
that sound?”
“Fine,” Charles said politely. He didn’t 
care for the noisy Stockman’s Cafe, although 
they did put out fine steaks, and it seemed 
to him that Lily looked reluctant. “That is, 
if Lily would like to go there.”
“That’s just fine,” Lily said hastily. She 
gathered up her gloves and stood up to go.
The Stockman’s Cafe was brilliantly 
lighted with neon steers’ heads over the door, 
reflecting red and blue on the icy street. 
Inside, the bar was smokefilled and rumbling 
with voices. It was a little quieter toward the 
back where the tables were. Harry shoul­
dered through, making a way for Lily and 
Charles, and led them to a table.
“I called for a reservation,” he shouted at 
a passing waitress. She glanced at him and 
nodded, hurrying, her hands full of glasses. 
They seated themselves around the table, 
Harry ushering them with his arms.
Charles examined the fresh paper place 
mat at his place, decorated with ornate coils 
of rope, bucking broncos, and more steers’ 
heads. Then he looked around the room. 
While he himself didn’t care for the style, he 
had to admit that it was well-planned. Large 
oil paintings of ranch scenes hung on the 
walls, and the tables and chairs were of west­
ern design, with blue imitation leather pad­
ding. The curtains and tablecloths were blue 
checked gingham. Charles approved of the 
gingham. It was a thoroughly ranchified 
touch. A lot of people would never think of 
gingham. He began to warm a little to the 
place.
The waitress hurried up, slip-slopping in 
moccasins. “M’havey’order please?”
“Steaks all around,” said Harry. “But a 
round of beer first.” He laughed, nudging 
Lily. “Nothing like a round of beer to set off 
a steak. How about that, Lily, baby?”
Lily smiled faintly. Charles felt a stir of 
compassion.
“Will that be all, please?” asked the wait­
ress patiently.
“Yeah, yeah,” Harry waved her off. He 
smiled at Lily. “She’d fit right in along side 
of that book cupboard of yours, Charlie.”
Lily blushed.
“Harry, you’re embarrassing her,” Charles 
whispered.
“Embarrassed? You’re not embarrassed, 
are you, Lily?” Harry broke off as the wait­
ress slip-slopped up with the beer in large 
mugs.
“No, of course not,” Lily said. She smiled, 
closed her eyes, and took a large swallow 
of beer. Charles warmed to her tact, and then, 
to remind himself of her age, looked at the 
fine webbing of lines around her eyes. It
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wouldn’t be long before there would be bags 
under those eyes, no matter how carefully 
cared-for the skin was. He was reminded 
abruptly of his own hairline, and gulped his 
beer.
Harry sipped reflectively. “Those Heming- 
ways. Which one do you figure is the most 
worth a fellow’s while to read, Charlie?” 
Charles shifted around in his seat. “Well— 
like I say, I’m a little behind in my read­
ing. I don’t have a lot of time, you know.” 
It was a tender spot with him, always 
masked, that since leaving high school, he 
seldom, although always intending to, opened 
a book. It made him feel guilty, and it was 
the main reason why he had never again 
called the schoolteacher whom Harry had 
introduced him to.
“Well, I just wondered. You know Conroy 
over in the business office, he’s always brag­
ging about this book or that book. I just 
wondered what you thought, so I’d have 
something to tell him next time.”
“Well—” Charles blushed.
“Oh, Harry,” said Lily. “Why, a man doesn’t 
like to talk about his books.”
Charles looked at her gratefully, over­
come with his increasing warmness. How dif­
ferent she was from the schoolteacher! “Do 
you read much?” he asked her, suspiciously.
“Why, she used to read to her father all 
the time,” said Harry.
“I’ve been working since Father died. I 
don’t have much time any more,” she said, 
smiling. Charles smiled back, thinking that 
she had a certain decorative quality of her 
own, a quality one would never find in a 
younger woman. He had a sudden vision of 
her, moving across the plush carpet of her 
apartment, dressed in tweed and pearls, bear­
ing the hardwood tray with drinks to the 
guests. The soft voice, the flower perfume— 
He was interrupted suddenly. There was a 
shadow between him and the light, a voice 
saying, “I think this is my table,” and the 
waitress hovering anxiously.
“Your table!” Harry reared up, indig­
nantly. “What are you talking about? I called 
ahead for reservations.”
“There must have been a mistake.” The 
waitress stood there, shifting the gum in her 
jaw, nervously. “This table over here is 
vacant—”
Charles and Harry looked at the vacant 
table. It was small, close to the wall.
“This is our table,” said Harry. “We’re not 
moving.”
“Oh, Harry!” Lily whispered. Her face was 1 
crimson. “We can move. Don’t fuss!”
Charles looked again at the other table. It 
was not as good a table, but he was embar­
rassed for Lily. “Come on, Harry, this other 
table is all right.”
“We’ll have you moved in a jiffy,” said the |  
waitress. She picked up the beer mugs.
“Now listen here—” Harry began loudly, 
but he was interrupted by one of the new­
comers.
“Why, Lily! Lily Hatfield! Of all the places 
to meet you! Why, you can’t be with—” the 
man glanced from Charles to Harry and 
broke off.
“Hello, John,” Lily said in a very low voice. 
She gathered up her purse and gloves and 
stood up. Charles, getting up to hold her I 
chair, eyed the man. He was slim, dressed 
in tweed, with a sensitive, intelligent face, j 
Charles felt a dislike for the thoughtful 1 
brown eyes, the fine, slim hands, but j 
squirmed in spite of himself at the sound of 
Harry’s booming protests.
“Lily, I’ve been meaning to get in touch 
with you—” the man glanced around again at 
Charles and Harry. “You did get your father’s 
things settled?”
“Oh, yes—yes.”
“And your job is working out? I was 
afraid—”
“Yes. Yes.” Lily gave him a scant smile 
and nod and retreated to the table in the 
corner. Charles, following her, looked the 
stranger over again; suit, graying crew cut, 
wedding ring—no breast pocket handker­
chief. Feeling better, he held Lily’s chair 
and retrieved the glove that slipped from her 
fingers to the linoleum floor. It was soft in 
his fingers, darned at the wrist.
“A friend?” asked Charles, seating him­
self.
“An acquaintance of Father’s,” Lily said 
vaguely. She pleated the gingham table­
cloth between her fingers, and said brightly,
“I certainly like the collection of prints you j 
have. They fit in so well — the impres­
sionist—”
“I shopped a long time,” Charles answered, 
pleased. “I couldn’t seem to make up my 
mind, but I’m glad now that I got them. The 
colors go so well with the apartment, don’t 
you think?”
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Lily looked at him, and he was reminded 
of the soft women of the prints, and then, 
briefly, of the collection of nudes by the same 
artist, the ones he hadn’t gotten. “Yes. Yes, 
the colors,” said Lily.
Charles thought about Lily for the fol­
lowing week, occasionally reminding himself 
of the lines on her face, the softening crepe 
of her throat, but with no great effect. The 
impression that she would fit perfectly into 
his way of life remained with him, and the 
next weekend he called for a dinner date.
They had dinner at a quiet little place, and 
Charles spent the following week in the same 
manner as the previous one, thinking of Lily. 
By this time he was quite scornful of himself 
for having considered her age as a detriment. 
She seemed to him perfect in all respects, 
from the pale pink nail polish to the soft voice 
which harmonized so well with his apart­
ment. On the third weekend he proposed to 
her, and on the fourth weekend they were 
married.
“An old bachelor like you! You didn’t waste 
much time after you once got started,” said 
Harry, the best man.
Charles smiled and put his hands in the 
pockets of his new black suit, thinking of 
how best to explain it to Harry. “You know, 
Harry, I shopped for a long time for my 
prints. And for some kind of ornament for the 
coffee table. But when I saw that gold bowl 
that’s there now, I knew right away that it 
was what I wanted.”
Harry picked up the bowl and turned it 
over, looking at the maker’s stamp. “Lily’s not 
a bowl,” he said doubtfully, setting it down. 
“Well—I better go, looks like everybody else 
has left.”
Charles walked with him to the door. 
“We’ll be seeing you, Harry.”
“Yeah. Yeah, we’ll see you, now, Charlie.” 
Harry laid his hand on Charles’s arm, then 
hunched into his coat and went out.
Charles turned away from the door. He 
could hear Lily running water in the kitchen­
ette. He felt sticky—wedding cake, he sup­
posed. A warm bath appealed to him.
When he came out of the bathroom, 
wrapped in his robe and rosy from the tub, 
he stopped with a sense of apprehension. Lily, 
in an old plaid flannel gown, was curled up 
in the chair by the bookcase, reading.
“Ah—catching up a bit on that reading,
dear?” said Charles. He felt a little foolish in 
his bathrobe in any case, and now it was 
accompanied by a strange shrinking sensa­
tion. He looked at Lily’s book. It was one of 
the Hemingway novels.
Lily looked him in the eye. “I have read 
this book many times,” she said in a voice 
that cracked at the edges. “Now—” she 
paused, forcing the words into her familiar 
quiet tone. “Now I’m reading it to remind 
myself—so that I won’t forget.” Her voice 
quivered on the last words, and she got up, 
drew her robe about her with dignity, and 
walked into the bedroom. The door closed 
behind her with a hollow thump.
Charles looked after her, puzzled, and then 
slowly the puzzlement grew into exaspera­
tion. He stalked up and down the room, 
clenching his hands behind his back in the 
manner of a man who has made a bad bar­
gain. Then as the permanence of his bargain 
began to be clear to him, he went over to his 
liquor cabinet. From force of habit he started 
to reach for a goblet, then shook himself 
impatiently and took a swig from the bottle 
itself. He waited as the liquor settled into 
his bowels, then took a second gulp and 
began anew his seething tour of the room.
The gold bowl on the coffee table caught 
his eye. With a snarl he caught it up, pois­
ing it for its death-smash against the wall, 
but then its transluscent color, shining in 
the light, caught his arm. He could see his 
own reflection in the polished, pale gold. 
Slowly he turned it, marvelling at its smooth­
ness, its beauty. Trembling, he set it care­
fully back in its place.
Turning, he saw the novel lying face down 
where Lily had left it. Slowly, clutching the 
bottle, he crossed the room and picked it 
up, no longer glorying in its fine leather bind­
ing, but in fear. He turned the book in his 
hands for a moment, and then he took an­
other draught of the straight whiskey. Forti­
fied, he sat down to read.
The dawn, flickering over the city, found 
the usual stray cats and garbage cans in the 
alley behind Charles’s apartment. The new 
sun streamed in through the half-open gold 
drapes and found Charles, slumped in the 
chair by the bookcase. The half-empty whis­
key bottle stood by the chair, and a diction­
ary lay sprawled before it, pages bent. 
Charles, holding the now dog-eared novel, 
was laboriously finishing the last page. #
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Robert Athearnthe wasps
He was standing bowed in the purling surf, 
the effervescent sand sucking at the soles 
of his feet and the water rushing out with 
a hiss into the guts of a tall curling breaker 
that rolled translucent and smooth as an eye­
ball irresistably higher and nearer. He stood, 
steady and relaxed, and the wave came comb­
ing and frothing like God almighty and broke 
like a thunder on his chest, rolling him 
off his feet and head over heels in the tingling 
suffocating crush of surf up into the shallows. 
He got up streaming water, his knees and 
elbows scraped red from the sand, and dogged 
his way back through the lesser waves to 
wait, under the flying cold sky, for the next 
crashing sea.
—What’s he doing that for? said the sandy 
boy standing tall and proud on a dune above 
the beach.
—To keep the wasps away, said the green- 
eyed girl, pointing her high breasts at the 
sea.
—What wasps?
A green wave curled the middle aged man 
for a loop and washed him flat on the sand. 
The gulls mewled and hurled in the rushing 
sky. The green-eyed girl and the sandy boy 
ran laughing after each other over the dunes.
A naked child came, and stood on the brim 
of the sea, and watched the man standing 
stiff in the surf.
—Whatcha doin’ that for, Daddy? asked 
the little sandpail boy.
The man, having just been rolled up to 
the beach by a giant comber, said because he 
liked to bathe in the surf and yes, the water 
was fine. His lips glowed purple from the cold 
and a whip of seaweed hung around his neck 
as he strode back through the crumbling edge 
of the sea. The boy stuck a small brown foot 
in the icy froth.
But it’s cold, Daddy, why are you swim­
ming in the water when it’s cold? But the 
man couldn’t hear his question in the roaring 
water.
The sandy boy chased the green-eyed girl 
far and flat and back again among the holly 
trees and dunes, with flying clothes and 
laughter. And all the chase they could see the 
man, bleak-headed in the surf. And they 
could see the gulls writing in great squeaks 
on the running sky. But in the shade of the
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holly trees and the windless lee of the dunes 
they found a soft place with green moss and 
violets to lie on all brown in the hot eye of 
the noon.
The little boy, striding the mountain dunes 
with a giant step, an army of knights behind 
him and a question in his mouth, saw the 
gray headed man in the surf and kept walk­
ing. But when he had seen the two behind 
the dune on the soft green love under the 
prickly trees, he stopped by a bush and began 
to dig with his little shovel. When he had 
dug a deep hole he put his question in, and 
covered it up with sand. Then he stood 
behind a holly tree and took a small yellow 
leak. High in the prickly holly trees hummed 
the black wasps.
A woman came later onto the beach and 
called the man to her and they sat and ate 
the lunch she had brought, he put a blanket 
over his shoulders and they walked slowly 
to a small car and drove away.
—Will our children be alright? she asked.
—They are as alright now as they can ever 
be, he said with a wry smile. They are more 
alright alone among the dunes now than they 
will be tomorrow, and less alright than yes­
terday.
She was used to this.
The sandy boy and the green-eyed girl 
arose from their bed of moss and violets, and 
they could not look at each other. They could 
only stand with lowered heads in the bald 
eye of the sun and watch their dead black 
shadows move over the ground. They went 
separately down to the water to stand and 
let sea after sea and surf driven sand pound 
and scrub the creams of love from their fresh 
brown flesh. And as the salt sea blasted their 
young bodies they didn’t look up, and they 
didn’t look at each other.
The little sandpail boy watched the two 
older children standing in the surf, and he 
sang a little sandpail song to himself. He 
laughed and sang and the juices of his youth 
ran down his chin. He watched with his 
wondering young eyes the big wave come 
like God almighty and bury them boom in 
its frothing surf, and he laughed a fat round 
laugh as he ran up to them all tumbling in 






At Washington Grammar School it was 
oil of cinnamon that year. As soon as school 
began, the cinnamon began, too. No one 
knew how it started. Someone discovered 
that if you dipped a toothpick into some cin­
namon oil and then sucked on it, you got a 
hot sharp bite. The longer the toothpick 
soaked, the hotter and more long lasting the 
bite.
Fourth-grade Billy felt like skipping to 
school when he slammed out of the back 
door, but the weather was all wrong for 
skipping. There was a tight gusting chilly 
wind that pushed everything down into 
bobbing insignificance. Billy didn’t feel par­
ticularly sad, though. The warming thought 
of the cinnamon in his pocket made him feel 
nicely important in a generous way. Billy 
tried running with his arms out and his head 
back to see if the wind would do the work, 
but the wind was too fickle. It gushed and 
puffed around him, pushing him off balance 
and nearly sprawling. When he came to 
the old sidewalk by the big trees, he pulled 
his head down and his arms in and tried 
to be like the wind, running in gusts, but 
even that didn’t work.
Enough time left to walk, he thought, lots 
of time. Good day for cinnamon. Boy, it’ll 
be good today. It’s best when its cold out. 
Then we’ll get all close up under the fire- 
escape. Yeah, it’s better when we all get 
close. Now I can pay ol’ Middy back. Yes, 
Sir. My own bottle. Now I’ll fix ’em.
“Billy? Do you have any cinnamon with 
you?”
“No, Missus Wasterfield.”
“Are you sure?” (a pause) “Well, answer 
me!”
“No, I mean, yes. (she scowled) I mean I 
haven’t got any.”
“You’d better not have, Billy.”
At recess time, Billy’s class ran out down 
the steps and were swooped into groups and 
clusters by the wind. The running came first.
Then the cinnamon. Clumps and individuals 
came together, huddled, and burst into 
flower. Again and yet again, they budded, 
blossomed, and scattered.
After the running and grouping, Billy’s 
gang huddled under the fire escape to begin 
the serious business of the cinnamon ritual. 
Middy leaned back against one of the black 
steel supports, unzipped his jacket, and let 
the ends flap tuggingly with the gusts. The 
smell of cinnamon, hot, sticky, and sharp, 
whipped and eddied playfully about their 
heads like the calmly whirling pools beside 
the rapids.
Where was that smell coming from? Billy 
couldn’t see any bottles out, but there had 
to be one to make that smell.
Middy looked over Billy’s head and said: 
“Hey, Billy, scram. We don’t want you 
here.”
The gang, suddenly united, chorused in 
happy rejection: “Yeah, go on. Beatit. Yah, 
scram.”
“Go on, Billy, beatit.” said Middy. “We 
don’t want you hanging around.”
Charley Parker’s shrill voice floated lightly 
over: “Oh, Billy. Your Mother wouldn’t 
like it. She’d smell it on your hanky.”
The chorus of jeering voices swelled. Billy, 
standing indecisively, wiped his nose with 
a long swipe of his jacket sleeve.
“Oh, Billy! Use your hanky!” Middy 
turned and crouched toward Billy, his hand 
covering his mouth in mock horror. “And 
after your ma sent that nice note to ol’ lady 
Wasterfield asking her special to keep you 
clean.”
The gang broke into high exaggerated 
hoots and laughs. Billy sniffed a long 
bubbling breath, rumbled his throat, and 
hocked a gobber on the asphalt in front of 
him.
“Aw comon,” he said. “I got my own bottle 
today. I brought it specially to pay you back, 
Middy.” He remembered his mother smack-
—  20 —
ing her lips sourly over the castor oil. “I 
just guess I’ll have to drink it all myself.” 
Then he changed tone. “Nooo. I’m just 
kidding. Hey, Middy, have ya a contest. Bet 
I can take more than you.” Billy knew that 
he couldn’t take more than Middy. Just one 
well-soaked toothpick made his eyes hurt 
so tight that they squeezed into his nose, but 
he made himself believe that he could do 
it. That’s what his mother said. A person 
could do anything if he wanted to bad enough.
“Oh, go to hell.” Middy’s indifferent re­
tort doubled the kids over with glee and 
admiration. “Yeah, that’s telling him.” “Bet 
my big brother couldn’t do it better.” 
“Comon, Middy. You got to do it. That’s 
the rules.”
“I already told you, Go to hell.”
“Aw comon.”
“Oh, shit on you.”
“You’re a show off.”
“So are you. You’re worsen me. I’m the 
top man here. If you want a contest you got 
to go up the line. Just like the army. I’m 
the general and you’re a private. Only you’re 
worsen private. You’re still cub scout.” 
Billy knew that it was funny. He laughed 
as hard as he could. He’d show ’em that he 
was a good sport. They all stopped, turned, 
and looked at Billy laughing, and then 
howled. Everytime the level of the mirth 
lowered, someone would renew it by asking: 
“Hey, Billy, whader YOU laughing at?” or 
“Hey, Billy, tell us the joke.” or just: “Laugh 
some more, Billy.”
Billy stopped laughing. He waited and 
rubbed his nose. “Comon.” they finally let 
him say, “Comon Middy. Just to show ya. 
We’ll have a contest just to show ya.” It 
didn’t matter, he thought, that he would lose, 
that it would hurt. It didn’t matter because 
the hurting would do him good. Make him 
better.
“Show me what?”
“Show ya that I’m tough too.”
“Oh shit. Goawn. Scram. Yer ol’ lady 
wants ya.”
“An don’t forget your hanky,” snickered 
Charley.
The smell. Who’s got it? I’ll get mine. 
I’ll fix ’em. WET. Wet, cold-wet, whole 
pocket. Damn, peed my pocket. My shirt 
pocket? That smell!
“What’s the matter, Billy? Can’t find your 
hanky?”
“Hey! The cap came off. Right in my 
shirt pocket.”
“So that’s where that smell was coming 
from.”—“Waste of good cinnamon.”— “Let’s 
beat him up.”
Again, Billy thought, again, again. Every 
time. Every damned time. They just won’t 
let me be on their side. Stuff always goes 
wrong. I can’t do anything right. Boy. Old 
lady Wasterfield’ll really get me now. She 
hates it and she hates me. Rubber hose on 
bare bottom, I’ll bet. Billy thought of her 
whipping the hell out of him. Bright flashes 
of bare butted submission. Twinges of stuffy 
headful sick pleasures. Golly. I can’t be 
wrong. I’ve got to be right. If I’m right and 
she whips me, then its o.k. because I’m o.k. 
inside. It’s better then, if she beats me, cause 
it’s not fair and then it counts for you. The 
fat lady at Sunday school had told so nicely 
about the sweet lives of the martyrs and how 
much they had been hurt when they were 
right inside. If you hurt when you were right, 
then it was good.
“Hey, wait a minute,” Billy stalled. “Look. 
It only leaked a little. There’s half a bottle 
left.” That smell. Billy didn’t know what 
to do about that smell. Jesus, he thought, ol’ 
lady Wasterfield’ll be mad.
“All right, Blly,” said Middy, “I’ll give you 
a contest, just to show ya. Give me the 
bottle.”
Billy panic-froze for a moment. Now? He’ll 
do it? But there’s only half a bottle left. 
He’ll drink it all. I’ve seen him do it. Billy 
shivered at the thought of drinking so much 
cinnamon at once. He’ll just take it and 
keep it. No. “No,” he said. “I won’t do it 
now. It’s too late. If you’d have done it be­
fore, then o.k., but now I’m mad.” Maybe if 
I throw it a,way, he thought, that’ll make it 
good. “I’m going to throw it away.” Billy 
became hot with the desire to defeat them 
justly. That’ll fix ’em, he thought. He re­
membered how Scott had teased him last 
summer by slowly pouring down the toilet 
the Scotch they had swiped from Anderson’s 
Garage. “That’s right,” he began, “I’m going 
to pour it out. On the ground. Right in 
front of your eyes. Drop by drop.”
“Well go on Billy. You haven’t got the 
guts.” Middy’s calm challenge quieted the 
ready-to-surge crowd.
Too big, thought Billy, too big. I’m always 
going too far. I couldn’t beat Middy and I
—  21 —
don’t want to do this. Billy knew that he 
had to do something big to be right. He tried 
to remember the martyrs, but they had 
drawn a smirking curtain over their reasons 
and he couldn’t understand them any more. 
He had to hurt. That was the only way to 
fix it. If he hurt himself, that was good 
because it meant that he knew that he was 
wrong, that he was trying to fix it, that he 
was really sorry. If he poured it away, 
that would be a waste. It wouldn’t really 
hurt. He had to do something big, some­
thing real. I’ll drink it, he thought. I’ll 
drink it all. Ohhh. What a hurt, what a good 
hurt that’ll be. Bet it’ll burn my eyes right 
out. The shiver of horror and anticipation 
went down to his loins and tingle-burned 
like when he had to pee and wouldn’t.
Billy stretched his arm out and tilted the 
bottle as if to pour. The gang tensed, the 
jeers muttered down, and everybody leaned 
forward looking at the bottle. Billy glanced 
nervously back and forth at the narrowing 
circle. He wondered how long his tiny hand 
could hold them back. At the same instant 
that Billy jerked the bottle back towards his 
suddenly wide open mouth, they all lunged. 
Someone knocked against his elbow. One 
drop traced a light steel line across his cheek. 
The rest was just lost. Gone.
The bell ending recess rang a few moments 
later ending the ragged debate on the proper 
thing to do with Billy. The gang ran scat­
tering and yelling around the corner. Billy 
got out a touthpick and swabbed out the 
insides of the empty vial to see if enough for 
a hot bite remained, but even sucking on the 
bottle didn’t do much good. He was still 
sitting on the asphalt with the bottle suction 
stuck to his tongue (it wobbled and dangled 
with a strange heavy inertia) when he looked 
up and saw Mrs. Wasterfield coming around 
the corner, searching him out with those 
bird-like bright eyes. Billy jumped to his 
feet, spat out the bottle (it tugged, then 
popped) and he could hear it tinkle merrily 
behind him as he ran to get in line.
Mrs. Wasterfield waited impassively for 
the pupils to line up to go inside. Then she 
announced in her loud frog voice that they 
would all get a fair chance. If they would 
give up their cinnamon by themselves before 
they went in, they wouldn’t be punished. 
No volunteers. “Very well.” she said. Pacing 
slowly and disdainfully between the boys’
and the girls’ lines, now and then she would 
stop, look scathingly down, hold out her 
hand, and wait. Sooner or later a little hand 
with a vial gently cupped inside would 
heavily emerge from a pocket, hover inde­
cisively by the child’s side and then fish­
like dart to that imperitively stretched-out 
hand. The stretching octupus always woke 
up, enraged and grasping, just as the vial 
came over it. Once caught, the child knew 
that he could not be free until he looked up 
and was defeated by that knowing correct- 
again face, those wrinkle-set gems of eyes, 
that upside-down almost smile.
Billy, at the end of the line, was con­
fused. She hadn’t exactly stopped by him, 
but she had paused several times and sniffed 
impressively. But he didn’t have any cinna­
mon. What would he do if she stopped? He 
would have to get some. George, he thought, 
in front of me. George has some, I’ll bet. I 
can see it. Right in his hip pocket. How’d 
I get it from him? Geez. Hell of a place to 
keep cinnamon! Might get broke. I ought 
to kick him there. Or push him on it. Then 
he’d stink worsen me. He’d really wet his 
pants.
“Very well, children. I know some of you 
still have cinnamon. I’ll stand by the door 
with my hand out. You can give it to me 
as you enter the building. It’s your last 
chance.”
The files moved forward. Billy dawdled. 
He followed the cracks and observed the 
dirt on the granite steps. He thought about 
Sunday School. That fat lady said that the 
best way to be punished was to do it to 
yourself. Self-humiliation. He had humil­
iated himself. So it was all right now. He 
felt better. He saw that he was behind 
everybody else and he ran up the last three 
steps. The hand moved across the doorway. 
Billy looked up and, to show the innocence 
in his heart, smiled.
“Don’t you smirk at me, young man. Where 
is that bottle?”
“I threw it away,” Billy smiled again. He 
could still hear the tinkle. He could almost 
remember how it felt to throw that full 
bottle against the wall. It was easier to 
smile now. When he saw that she was 
scowling deeper, he looked earnest and said: 
“Honest.” The hand drew back a little and 
Billy ducked under and scampered up the 
steps to the cloakroom. He hoped that most
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of the smell would stay with his jacket, but 
even after he left the closeness of the cloak­
room and was hurrying to his seat, he felt 
wreathed in cinnamon.
When he walked by Carol, she made that 
sucking gasp that little girls make when 
they think they are supposed to be shocked. 
“Oooh. You’ve got cinnamon. I’m going to 
tell.”
Billy sat down. He squirmed around and 
told Carol off. He was still telling her off 
when he heard footsteps. Heavy footsteps. 
Mrs. Wasterfield. He whipped himself 
around and tried to look demure. Mrs. Was­
terfield was already half-way across the 
floor. She wasn’t going to her desk first. 
She was coming right towards him.
“All right young man. Give me that bottle.” 
“But I haven’t got any bottle.”
“Don’t lie to me, you little criminal. You 
smell like a cinnamon factory.”
The class tittered and giggled, but Mrs. 
Wasterfield didn’t even look up. Billy knew 
he was going to get it. It’s o.k., he thought, 
it’s o.k. I can do it this time. I’m right. “I 
threw it away.” He tried to sound indig­
nant. “I haven’t got any more.”
“I want that bottle.”
“I said I haven’t got any.”
“Don’t you give me any back talk. I want 
that bottle this instant. Do you hear me?” 
She was yelling. Billy was happy mad. 
He knew he could do it. “I didn’t know you 
liked it,” he drawled triumphantly.
Wham. At last! I won! The martyrs came 
out and cheered. He could understand it 
all again. That fine feeling, that burning in­
justice, that private transcendent acceptance; 
all his! Billy rolled in power. He even 
dragged his feet so that she would have to 
pull harder on his ear. It hurt more. He 
dragged more. She jerked hard. OOww. He 
yelled. Good, he thought. He pitied her. It 
worked. It really worked. He could really 
pity her. When they got out in the hall she 
gave his ear a last jerk and pushed him into 
a chair.
“Sit there,” she panted, “for the rest of 
the day.”
“But I don’t have any,” Billy whined con­
tentedly.
“I don’t care if you do or not. You smell 
like you do and that’s enough.”
Billy sat up, alarmed and confused. What
did she mean by that? Wasn’t it because he 
was supposed to have some that she was so 
mad? It wasn’t his fault that he smelled 
like cinnamon. That was it. It wasn’t his 
fault. The good feeling came back. It wasn’t 
fair. It wasn’t his fault and he was being 
punished. Good.
Mrs. Wasterfield paused by the door and 
looked back. She sort of slumped against 
the jamb. “That smell makes me ill.” Then 
she straightened up and was gone.
The feeling! It was gone, too! Billy didn’t 
understand where or why. When she said 
that, the feeling went too. It didn’t burn any 
more. His ear was sore and warm, but that 
fine burning hurt of injustice was gone. 
Gone. Billy began to cry. •
VI.
Laulette Bruce
Dry as dust. I dreamed 
we were upon my wedding day again. The 
cockerels crew; 
my dress was yellow silk—I remembered 
that— 
the poplars blew.
At the farmhouse again; on the floor 
was dry as dust; the chickens picking at the 
floor.
myself, as a child, standing waist high 
into the wheat. My relatives had come;
their cheeks and hands, I saw, were growing 
old;
far, as if they’d come 
from some other world.
They looked at me and smiled, then at the 
picture;
they said, “you were beautiful as a child. 
But time is growing short—”
I heard myself sob once before I woke; 
“but you don’t understand; I was so glad 
that you could come—.”
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poetry...
’neath de p a in t
HONORABLE MENTION 
Donald R. Pfrimmer
Hoi’ up der li’l fellah,
Where you runnin’ off to now?
You jes forgit dem wild injuns,
I wants to see yuh, anyhow.
I’z got sumpin’ dat I’z gotta say, 
Because I loves yuh, son,
So crawl up hyah on yo’ mammy’s lap, 
And I’ll git dis thing begun.
It’s a tale I’z tole yo’ brothahs 
And yo’ sistahs heared it, too.
And cause things ain’t gettin’ bettah, 
Now I know I mus’ tell you.
Heav’n knows dat yo’ my sweetest, 
Ain’t I spoiled you from de start?
Now I’z gotta say some awful things, 
Though dey’s apt to break yo’ heart.
See dem fences ovah yondah?
One is white, and one is gray.
If I asks yuh which yuh like best,
Tell me truthful—what you’d say?
Uh—hu! Das de answer,
Sho’ as two and two is fo’.
White is always clean and pretty,
Gray is dirty like de floh’.
Now scrape de paint from off dem boards, 
I tell ya’ what you’d see—
Some yella wood, wid knots an’ cracks, 
All cut from de same ole’ tree.
Now, some folks don’t believe dis, 
And das o.k. wid me.
But God knows if dey’s de limbs of life, 
Den you and me’s de tree.
Babe, yo’s a Geo’gia Niggah,
Jes’ as dark as you can be.
And I loves yuh fo’ it honey,
Yo’s de whole damn world to me.
But dem white folks out der doesn’t, 
Yo’s de dirt beneath der feet—
Yo’s for shinin’ shoes, cleanin’ barns, 
Pickin’ cotton in de heat.
When I think of all de mis’ry,
And de heart break dat you’ll know,
I pray some times to take you wid, 
When God calls on me to go.
Well, now! Dat’s talkin’ foolish,
And de thing for YOU to do,
Is be proud—and hole’ yo’ head high, 
Make dem whites look up to you!
Yo’ as good as any human,
Whatevah walked on dis hyah earth, 
Be he red or white, blue or black, 
And I knows you’ll prove yo’ worth.
Now get down and catch dem Injuns, 
Little cowboy dressed in gray,
Run on down dat red clay road now, 
’Fore dey gits too far away.
Only, honey, when you catch ’em,
Pay some mind to what I’ve said. 
Don’t be killin’ off yo’ brothers,
Jes’ because der skin is red.
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XII
They were razing an old building on 64th Street 
the workers with grimy hands
When a withered old man came up Morrison Brownleaf
and shook his cane at them 
and begged them please to stop
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Since he had once lived there 
and he felt as if
they were destroying a part of him
And because there was such dignity in his manner 
because there was such pleading in his voice 
and so much destiny in his words
And because it was almost quitting time
they stopped
from  the once there was book
Once there was a man 
who killed sparrows 
I don’t know why he did
he just did 
He’d sit by an open window 
with any assorted weapon 
and kill them in the trees 
and on the ground 
and anyplace he could find them
After they were quite dead 
he’d dig a little hole 
and bury them
placing a little cross on the mound 
and say to himself
“Well I got another one of the little bastards”
Now there isn’t any real point 
to this story
except that when he died 
He left
a Lincoln Continental 
a bank account in six figures 
and a backyard
with twelve hundred crosses on it
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Roy Ekstrom
Mary Clear mana crack
in the
SECOND PLACE dark
Up on the high meadow, the air was much 
colder than it was below. Around the pickup, 
circling it, were the dark ragged shapes of 
pines leaning inward, black grotesques 
against the sky, held back by a few fence 
posts threaded with barbed wire.
“You guys got the spotlight ready?” asked 
Benny.
“Syl’s got it.”
“Well what’re you waiting for, for Christ 
sake? Do I have to tell you everything? Syl, 
what’re you doing?”
“Don’t call me Syl,” said Sylvia. “I’ve 
got it.”
“What’s holding you up?”
“You just tell me when. Last time you 
gave me hell for turning it on too quick.” 
“Pipe down, can’t you?”
“Well, quit bitching!” Sylvia held her arm 
out the window of the pickup, holding the 
spotlight. She was getting tired of Benny. 
Sniffing, she decided that neither Benny 
nor Joe amounted to much. They hadn’t got­
ten a deer yet, although they had been jack­
lighting all summer, mainly because Benny 
wouldn’t let Joe drive and still insisted on 
doing most of the shooting. The wind was 
cold on her arm.
“Go ahead,” said Joe, “shine it along the 
fence there.”
The light moved unevenly over the rank,
half-cured grass, distorting the patches of 
juniper and cheat grass and Canadian thistle 
into strange shapes, black underneath and 
artificially whitened on the surface by the 
glancing light. The pickup jerked and 
jounced as Benny squinted where they all 
knew the road was, his foot darting from the 
brake to the foot feed and back again. 
“You’re gonna kill your engine,” said Joe. 
“Shut up!” said Benny. “You want me to 
straddle a rock?” He slammed on the 
brake suddenly, as a black patch of cheat 
grass seemed to unroll like a ball of yarn 
and roll off across the meadow. It was not 
unrolling, but humping along in rapid hump- 
jumps, its back quivering. Sylvia followed it 
with the spotlight. “Shall we kill it?”
“Killed the motor, didn’t you?” said Joe. 
“Are you scared of porcupines now?”
“God damn you. No we won’t kill it, you 
think there’ll be a deer left in the country if 
you go shooting at a goddamned porcupine?” 
Benny ground the key in the ignition and 
started the pickup. “Christ God damn it, try 
to do something with a stupid girl and a 
stupid breed—”
“Stop calling names,” said Sylvia, “ or I’ll 
tell Daddy, and he won’t let me go with you 
guys. He just about won’t let me go now. He 
says you haven’t got sense enough not to get 
caught.”
— 27 —
“I won’t get caught if you don’t blab.” 
“Suppose the game warden came along 
right now.”
“Come on, you guys,” said Joe. “There 
oughta be deer over on the other side.” 
Sylvia settled back on the seat, bracing her 
arm against the door of the pickup to keep 
the light steady. She had no intention of tell­
ing her father anything that might end the 
poaching trips with the boys, but Benny was 
a pain.
The wind, which had begun as a ripple in 
the grass and moved into the underbrush, 
whipped against the pickup and cut through 
the light boys’ shirt she wore. Sylvia shiv­
ered, wishing she had a jacket, and then 
inexplicably, as her nipples contracted from 
the cold air, that she was wearing black 
velvet and cashmere instead of blue denims. 
Aware of her body as she was becoming 
oftener and oftener these days, she slid a look 
at the two boys. Their faces were obscure 
in the light from the dashboard, but she 
knew them nearly as well as her own; Benny, 
blondish and with a long lower lip, and Joe, 
solider than Benny and darker. Benny said 
the kids at high school called him Big Ben 
because he played basketball, and she had 
watched him with a more respectful eye, 
despite his shortcomings, thinking of her own 
coming enrollment in high school in the fall.
“Look! Eyes!” Joe leaned forward, point­
ing. Benny slammed on the brakes, clawing 
for the rifle. Sylvia squeezed the spotlight, 
keeping it aimed at the globes of light that 
moved uncertainly against the black back­
ground of thornbrush. Her face felt tight. 
Hurry, hurry, Benny. Suppose the game war­
den should come, suppose. The eyes stopped 
moving, fixed in the spotlight. They can’t 
look away from it, she thought, they’re 
caught there just as if some big light out of 
heaven came and caught them there. If only 
Benny weren’t so stupid.
Benny was swearing, half-crying. “Where’s 
the shells? Damn it, you didn’t load this, Joe, 
don’t you have any sense? God damn it—” 
his fingers, clumsy with hurry, shoved the 
shells into the magazine. Sylvia looked away 
from the eyes and looked at Benny, the urg­
ency of the moment slipping away.
“They’re gonna run,” said Joe, resigned. 
“No, they’re not—” Benny brought the rifle 
up, opening the door of the pickup.
“There they go.”
The eyes were gone, broken away from the 
spell of the spotlight. There were only mov­
ing leaves and empty grass left in the whit­
ened circle.
“They got away,” Sylvia said. “You aren’t 
ever going to get one.”
“Son of a bitch—”
“Shut up,” said Joe. “Maybe you won’t 
scare off the next bunch, then.”
“Don’t tell me to shut up.” Benny started 
the pickup again, steering it across the 
meadow. Sylvia held the beam of the spot­
light along the high grass of the meadow’s 
edge, where the fence held back the invading 
growth of chokecherries and buckbrush and 
poplar suckers. Watch for eyes, watch for 
eyes—she had half a mind to tell them that 
she wanted to go home, that they weren’t 
ever going to get a deer. The earlier excite­
ment of lawbreaking, the poaching that all 
their parents did but only half-condoned for 
their children, was waning. She sighed, mak­
ing the light move up and down in little 
jiggles. It was as if they were driving down 
a tunnel of narrow light, with the black sky 
and black trees hovering down closer and 
closer. As if we were pioneers, she thought, 
invading the virgin hills, and Joe the Indian 
guide—she shivered, looking from Joe’s ob­
scure face to the jagged unvirginal skyline. 
Even the tunnel of light was distorted, chang­
ing grass and weeds into twisted abstract 
shapes.
“I’m cold,” she said, looking down the beam 
of light. We aren’t breaking the law, she 
thought, we’re trying to get away. She gig­
gled nervously. See those black things trying 
to stop us.
“If you’re cold, why are you laughing?” 
demanded Benny.
“I don’t know.”
“There’s one!” said Joe.
Benny hit the brakes and opened his door, 
swinging up the now-loaded rifle. “By God, 
I’ll get this one!” Sylvia, holding the light 
steady, could see the glowing eyes move back 
and forth with the nervous shifting of the 
head, could see the indistinct form behind the 
eyes pick up its feet and set them down, want­
ing to run from the oncoming black invader 
but caught by the light. The rifle crashed.
“You got it!”
Benny was out of the pickup and running, 
still holding the rifle, and Joe pushed Sylvia. 
“Come on, hurry up!”
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She slid out of the pickup and onto the 
ground, and began to run after Benny in the 
dark. The grass, wet and sharp, caught at 
her moccasins and bare ankles. The old 
excitement was back. He got one!
“Watch out,” said Benny, stopping. “It’s 
alive, don’t get too close.” She could see the 
shape in the grass, thrashing, its legs tearing 
at the earth as if in flight from the myster­
ious blinding light. The rifle cracked again. 
It stopped thrashing, not at once, but with a 
gradual relaxation, until there was only a 
gentle fugitive motion in the legs, and then 
nothing.
Joe came up behind Sylvia with a flash­
light. He trained the light on the dead deer.
It lay in the grass, neck thrown forward, 
eyes open. Sylvia held her breath. The fine 
neck sloped down and then rose into the 
shoulders and the tender belly that rounded 
up out of the grass. The haunches were deli­
cate, soft under the taupe and white of the 
pelt.
Joe had his knife out. “A yearling doe,” he 
said.
“By God, I got one!” Benny crowed. “What 
do you think of that, Syl? Thought I couldn’t 
do it, didn’t you? But I shot her, shot her 
deader’n hell.”
“I held the light,” Sylvia said, watching 
Joe. Joe was lifting the head, bringing his 
knife around it in one sweep, parting the 
skin into two narrow white lips out of which 
the red blood spewed, following the knife 
blade. The head lopped back, the eyes looking 
up at the black nothingness of the sky, the 
thickening tongue protruding from the 
mouth.
“Quite a shot, huh? Must’ve missed the 
backbone, ’cause she was still kicking when 
I got here, but I sure dropped her in her 
tracks, even so. That’s quite a ways for a shot, 
too, you know? Dropped her right in her 
tracks.”
The legs of the doe were stiffening. Joe 
pulled up first one hind leg and then the 
other, lopping off the scent glands. Sylvia saw 
the small undeveloped teats, and her own 
nipples tightened—it was the cold air, she 
thought. Her ankles stung. She had raked 
them on some stunted wild rose bushes on the 
run from the truck to the doe. Joe slit the 
belly, disemboweling the doe, cutting away 
the udder and tossing it into the grass.
Benny walked around to the other side
of the deer. “That spotlight sure stops ’em, 
doesn’t it? They don’t know what’s caught 
’em, don’t know where to go, don’t know any­
thing.” He nudged a flank with the toe of 
his cowboy boot. “She’s nice and fat, isn’t 
she? Make good chops.”
Joe stuck his arm far inside the carcass, 
groping around. He pulled his arm away. 
“Here’s the heart.”
“You carry it, Syl,” said Benny. “You can 
have it for breakfast.”
Sylvia turned to Joe. His face seemed 
blurred, alien—don’t be silly, it’s Joe, his 
mother’s home making cocoa for us. Joe gave 
her the heart. It was small, sticky in her 
fingers. She walked around by the head. The 
eyes had glazed over, and there was dirt 
sticking to the one on top. It can’t see me, 
thought Sylvia, it never did see what got it. 
Just a bright light came out of the dark 
and got it.
Sylvia turned and walked back toward the 
pickup in the dark, carrying the heart in 
her hands, held far out in front of her to 
keep the blood off her clothes. She turned and 
looked about in a complete circle, expecting 
to see a light come out of the dark, but there 
was nothing. She got in the pickup, and 
slammed the door, holding the doe’s heart.
CLOTHE ALL ANIMALS
Join SINA 
Society for Indecency to Naked 
Animals
TO
Protect our children from the sight of 
naked horses, cows, dogs and cats.
CLOTHE ALL ANIMALS
Article IV from SINA’S Constitution 
“Be is resolved that the members of 
SINA shall devote their time and en­
ergy to clothe all naked animals that 
appear in public, namely horses, cows, 
dogs and cats, including any animal 
that stands higher than 4 inches or is 











Some weeks ago I wrote Dad and asked 
him for permission to join the Rodeo Club. 
He answered with a card saying, “Babysitting 
was OK. last season, but a boy has got to grow 
up someday. You can’t protect him from man­
hood forever.” As I read it, a lot of time 
caught up with me. I realized that I’m really 
not a boy anymore. Somehow I’m disap­
pointed.
Ever since I can remember I’ve wanted to 
be a man. I grew up with a staunch respect 
and admiration for my father. In my estima­
tion he has always been a real man’s man, 
and I used to think that if I could ever get 
to be like him—well that would just be some­
thing. Dad has always drunk beer and bour­
bon and smoked cigars. I used to play like 
I was him. When I was seven I . . . er . . . 
acquired a cigar and when nobody was home 
I went into Dad’s den and “lit up.” I got 
awfully sick and never smoked any more 
cigars. I made it a point to eat as much 
salami and cheese as I could because I 
thought it was man-like (also, Dad had told 
me it would put hair on my chest). I never 
tried any beer or bourbon because I was 
scared I’d get drunk.
I used to lie awake at night, thinking about 
all the men I knew and how it would be if 
I grew up to be like them. I used to think 
about Bob Armstrong. He was our next door 
neighbor’s son and he was a college man! He
drove a car and went out with girls (I didn’t 
think going out with girls was very man-like 
until I found out that he did it.) One time 
I asked him if he drank beer and bourbon. 
“Never touch the stuff,” he said, but the way 
he said it, I really didn’t believe him.
It was 1950 when the Korean War broke 
out. Bob quit school and enlisted in the para­
troopers. This was just the most man-like 
thing he could possibly do. He went away to 
North Carolina for training and I didn’t get 
to see him any more, but I thought about him 
constantly. To me, parachuting was the neat­
est thing in the world and I daydreamed vio- 
ently that I was doing it too. I had an idea 
how to find out what it was like. I climbed 
up on our garage, taking a sheet up with me. 
I held the four corners of my parachute and 
jumped, ten feet straight down. When I hit 
the ground my knees came up and hit my 
face, breaking my nose and knocking out my 
two front teeth. It hurt at first, but I was 
awfully proud of my bandaged nose and miss­
ing teeth. When people asked me what had 
happened I just told them that I had been 
hurt in a parachute jump.
The summer I turned eight our family 
spent vacation at the L BAR C dude ranch 
near Casper, Wyoming. Joe Bailey was boss 
and head wrangler and I took to him right 
off. He treated me rough and made me feel 
like a man. I regarded him as the toughest,
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best man I had ever met and decided that 
when I grew up I wanted to be a cowboy 
and wrangle and shoe and rope horses and 
live in the wild west, just like Joe.
When I was about twelve I found that 
Robert Ruark and Ernest Hemingway knew 
more man-type stuff than any of the real life 
people I knew. I read about big game hunt­
ing and eating man-type food and drinking 
beer and bourbon and I learned a lot of 
things I never knew before about what men 
do with women. Every time Dad and I went 
squirrel hunting I played like I was Ernest 
Hemingway hunting big game. When I was 
alone I drank coke from a shot glass, pre­
tending that it was bourbon—making a sour 
face every time I took a swallow. But grad­
ually just “playing like” became baby sport.
When I was thirteen Dad thought I was 
old enough for my first deer hunt. Big game! 
We were going to the L BAR C in Wyoming, 
the same place we had gone for summer 
vacation five years before. Ernest Heming­
way used to live in Casper, Wyoming! I’d be 
hunting in the same places he had . . . That 
first deer hunt was wonderfully exciting and 
I enjoyed it tremendously, but somehow big 
game hunting just wasn’t quite as “neat” as 
I used to think it would be, and for some 
reason Ernest Hemingway didn’t seem quite 
so great anymore, now that I had done the 
same things he had.
In January of 1960 I was almost sixteen 
and I decided that come summer I was 
going to go out on my own. Without Mom
and Dad knowing, I wrote Joe at the L BAR C 
and inquired if by any chance he needed a 
wrangler for next summer. He wrote that he 
did need a boy to wash the dishes and that if 
I wanted that job to let him know. I wrote 
back right away that I did, before he could 
change his mind. I had the job. But really, 
it all seemed very unlikely—Mom and Dad 
would never approve. I postponed telling 
them until a month before school was to be 
out. They said OK.! I didn’t know quite how 
to feel. I had expected them to say no. They 
had never let me do anything like this before. 
I had really never believed I was going to go, 
and now that it was alright, I wasn’t sure 
I really wanted to . . . By the middle of July 
I was out of the kitchen and was a regular 
full time wrangler. Joe was teaching me to 
wrangle and shoe and rope horses and I was 
living in the wild west. I enjoyed ranch work 
immensely, but somehow being a wrangler 
just wasn’t quite as “neat” as I once thought 
it would be.
This fall I became a college man, but the 
admiration I once had for college men just 
wasn’t there anymore. I still admired para­
chutists and first thing I joined the parachute 
club. But being a parachutist just isn’t as 
“neat” as I once thought it would be. Dad’s 
card shocked me. He had to tell me that I’ve 
grown up. I couldn’t recognize it. Here I am— 
just what I always wanted to be—but some­
how it just isn’t as “neat” as I used to think 
it would be. Dad was right. A boy has to 
grow up someday. f
the hunter
Robert Athearn
The cat came up,
and put its tail in my hand.
. . . and purred a puss in your ear, 
laid a fuzz beside your nose,
puff, its paws,
warmed your eyelid with a buzzing lick, 
and softly down between our shoulders lay, 





They were not early enough as the first 
six rows were already filled and they had 
to sit in the seventh. Sitting in the seventh 
was bad. Wren and Mike were both short 
and hated worse than hell to have to sit 
behind the tall people who always seemed 
to hog the front rows, and stood up every 
time the game became interesting, and made 
a stinking barrier of arm-pits, greasy heads 
and pimply necks. Mike hated to miss any­
thing as basketball was very important, more 
important than God to him, and became 
angry when the barrier came up and gave 
everybody the bad mouth until they sat 
down. Wren couldn’t have cared less about 
missing the game, but she felt sick whenever 
the heads and necks pressed in on her, and 
she was always embarrassed when Mike 
shouted the bad mouth. When Mike shouted, 
everyone seemed to look at her, and she 
could not stand that. As they took their seats, 
Wren noticed the barrier was there, and the 
stinking heads and acned necks predicted 
the forthcoming of a real crudy night.
The band played a real, for Christ sake, 
rock’n roll song which never quite rocked, 
and the cheerleaders swung their firm hips 
and kicked their slim legs high, and held their 
shoulders back to show their small breasts, 
and managed to force the fact that their 
beauty and popularity had made them cheer­
leaders on those who sat in the bleachers. 
The barrier murmured “Christ,” “jeez” and 
“oh dad” and trembled with agony. Mike 
watched Judy Medly, one of the cheerlead­
ers, and again felt the gentle ache of want­
ing something very much, but knowing you 
haven’t got it, and, perhaps, never will have 
it. He felt bad for a moment, and tried to 
bring back the “someday Judy” dream, and 
when it came, he wished he had not brought 
it back. It was a dream he had less faith in 
every new time it appeared, and, as he could
no longer really believe in it, he felt sick 
when it came. Ed Rennon, he knew, was 
Judy’s love and Ed was a man who was 
noticed and admired and would be hard, 
almost impossible, to beat out. Still, there was 
a chance. Judy and Ed were not married, not 
yet, and if the right moment came or the 
right situation appeared and if Mike had a 
little luck, perhaps Judy would be his. Maybe, 
he thought, I should really believe in the 
dream. Maybe, if I did, everything would turn 
out all right. You have to really believe in 
something to have it.
Wren also watched Judy and, without 
actually thinking of what she was doing, com­
pared her small, skinny body to the my 
Lordy Christ body of Medly. Suddenly, she 
crossed her legs, and noticed the top boney 
knee. She jerked her skirt down and held it 
over the knee. She felt bitter towards Judy 
Medly and thought, if only I had your body 
and your face and everything about you, I 
would at least respect it enough as not to 
parade it in front of everyone who has 
nothing. For an instant, she thought of her 
crash diet, and remembered the pound chunk 
of brick cheese wrapped in wax paper in 
her purse. Cheese blows everyone else up 
like a balloon, she thought, but it does abso­
lutely nothing for me. She bit the back of 
her hand, and remembered exactly how bad 
it was to be four feet eleven and seventy- 
nine miserable pounds big. A screwy midget, 
she thought, I’m a screwy midget, and always 
will be. She looked at Mike and saw that 
Medly had taken all but his body away from 
her.
“Get off it, Mike. Pretty soon you will want 
me to call you big Ed or something worse.”
“Whatso matter, Miss Cheese, you jealous? 
You have no faith in my love.”
“Oh I’m terribly certain you love me, Mike. 
I’m not even terribly jealous. I’m just ter-
— 33 —
ribly afraid you will fall out of the stands 
and kill yourself.”
“You’re terrible,” said Mike.
Mike watched Wren fluff her hair. Her 
hair-do had been copied from Vogue, and 
had made a Vogue model look beautiful as 
hell, but it didn’t do a thing for Wren. It had 
only three curls, the rest of her hair pressed 
tightly to the contour of her head. The curls 
were in front of each ear and over the top of 
one eyebrow. The one over the eyebrow 
really killed Mike. That was why he dated 
her. Wren was always a solid kick in the ass.
The teams were on the floor and in posi­
tion around the jump circle. The referee 
tossed the ball in the air, and the barrier 
stood up. Mike went crazy and stood on his 
seat and screamed:
“How ’bout down in front? I wana see this 
ball-game too.”
The barrier paid no attention to him. He 
tried again.
“How ’bout you line-up of zit advertise­
ments settin’ down, from Christ’s sake, your 
necks make my girl vomit.—Whatsamatter, 
fat-ass, you got the hots for one of those big 
handsome guys?—Say high-pockets would ya 
mind gettin’ your butt out of my face?—How 
come you scarecrows and lard-o’s always sit 
in front? How ’bout lettin’ alittle air in for 
Christ sake My girl just fainted.—You zitty 
necked, front row freaks ache my fight-team- 
fight ass.”
A tall guy in the front row with a mass of 
sickly acne on his neck turned around and 
stared at Mike.
“Look, small one,” he said. “Any more lip 
from you, and I’ll give you your damned 
lunch.”
Mike had never won a fight in his life, and 
he knew he would get the hell beat out of 
him if he kept it up. It was hopeless to get 
them to sit down. Mike sat down. He felt a 
small pleasure in getting to the big guy, but 
also nauseated over the fact that he had to 
be a coward. He sat down and looked up at 
Wren.
“Sit down,” he said. “You can’t believe the 
view down here.”
Wren sat, with her face in her hands. She 
felt the same nausea that she knew Mike 
had, and she was very sorry the ending 
of the bad mouth had been as hopeless and 
bad as all the other endings. She could not 
understand how Mike had been able to keep
going this long, fighting with the one weapon 
he had, his terrible mouth, without giving in, 
and trying to forget the hopelessness of the 
seventh row. She wished, for her sake, that 
Mike wouldn’t get so loud when the barrier 
came up, but she didn’t blame him for doing 
it. The only thing that Mike has, she thought, 
is a terrific mouth and everyone should have 
a right to use any small thing they have that 
is terrific.
'This is great,” Mike said. “You go to a 
ball-game and all you ever get a chance to 
see is a row of butts. It’s almost like those 
bastards want to keep me from seeing the 
game. Like they do it just to be bastards.” 
Wren laughed. “Sick, sick, sick. I t’s all sick, 
Mike, but I think I like the butts better than 
the necks. I don’t feel too nauseated down 
here. I think I will eat some cheese. It’s 
brick and has a terrible odor. It ought to 
really knock them out.”
“Real strong, huh?”
“You won’t believe it.”
She opened her brief-case sized purse, and 
lifted the cheese from it. It was strong all 
right. She unwrapped the chunk, and began 
to nibble on the edge. Mike watched her. 
“Wren, you eat like a bird.”
The barrier finally came down, and Mike 
and Wren were once again part of the audi­
ence. Big Ed Rennon loped down the court, 
and stopped next to the key. Chuck Viclen 
dribbled the ball into the home side of the 
court and somehow managed to hit his foot 
with the ball and the opposition caught it. 
The barrier went up, but neither Mike nor 
Wren bothered to stand up. Wren wrapped 
her cheese in the paper and put it back in 
her purse.
Mike turned to her and shouted: “Didya see 
that, Wren? Christ, and he’s a big hero. Any 
idiot can do better than that. A real dribbling 
genius.”
“If he wasn’t good, he wouldn’t be on the 
team, Mike, and you know it.”
“Good? It don’t make any difference how 
good you are, it’s how big you are. I’m better 
than most of those big bastards out there, and 
I’m not bragging either. I’ve practiced for 
five years to be better and make that team, 
and I was better than any of those bastards. 
I shoulda made it my junior year, last year. 
But like any year, like this one, I got screwed. 
I’m good, but I ain’t big. That’s the differ­
ence.”
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“If you were good enough, you would have 
made the team, Mike.”
Mike felt empty inside. It made him sick 
to argue about basketball and size—even 
with small people. No one ever really saw 
how it was. No one really understood.
“You have to think like five-foot-five guys, 
Wren. I got the axe because I’m five-five and 
the game is made for the big guys just like 
cheer leading is made for the beautiful. You 
got to see how it really is for a little guy. 
The hardest part of trying out is getting the 
coach to look at you, see, and watch your 
stuff. He’s got to see how you work. Those 
coaches don’t watch the five-five wonder 
boys, I’ll tell you that. They watch the big 
guys and that’s all they see. You know how 
long he watched me? Two minutes. What can 
a guy do in two minutes? Nothing. No one 
does nothin’ in two minutes. The coach just 
put us on the floor for a few minutes to 
make us think we were trying out. Hell, he 
already had his team. He already knew the 
names of the guys he had to look up, to talk 
to. And that’s how it is, Wren. That’s how it 
really is.”
“You would be much better off if you for­
got about it, Mike. Really, you’ve got a ter­
rible complex about your size.”
“I don’t know about that, Wren. I was 
thinking today that maybe after graduation, 
I’d go into the service and make a try for one 
of their teams. With a little luck, maybe I 
could do all right.”
“It will be absolutely the same, Mike. You’ll 
be better off if you forgot about it. Really, 
forgetting is the only way.”
The barrier was up and down. Mike saw 
Ed smile a big stupid smile at Judy during 
a time out. It made him bitter. Judy was pop­
ular because she was beautiful and Ed was 
popular because he was basketball’s big man, 
and Judy and Ed were together because 
they were both popular. Life is like basket­
ball, thought Mike, everyday a pathetic drib­
ble or a tremendous jump shot. The men who 
dribble bad one day, always dribble bad. The 
good jump shot men are always good jump 
shots. It isn’t fair, but that’s how it stakes up. 
He saw Judy wave to her mother, who was 
sitting across the floor in the opposite 
bleachers. Mrs. Medly was wowing the 
fathers again. She always sat in the middle 
of a group of player’s fathers, and allowed
them to admire her beauty. To the forty year 
old fathers, she was the most beautiful forty 
year old woman they knew, just as when 
both the women and the men had been six­
teen, she had been the most beautiful girl. 
And Judy was like her mother. In a few 
years, she would probably be in the bleach­
ers in the middle of today’s basketball heroes, 
who would then be forty year old fathers. It 
all adds, he thought, even with basketball. 
The fathers were heroes and fathered heroes. 
That’s why my old man isn’t over there 
checking out Mrs. Medly. He wasn’t any hero, 
and he knows I won’t be. He felt helpless, and 
for once he really didn’t feel like watching a 
ball game.
“Let’s grab a coke in the lobby,” he said. 
“I hate to think I’ll spend my life in the sev­
enth row, and Christ, if I don’t leave right 
now I’m going to believe it.”
Wren smiled, and they stood, and climbed 
through the barrier. In the lobby, Mike 
bought two cokes and they stood in front of 
the trophy case and drank them. Wren nib­
bled on her cheese again.
“Christ, Wrenny, do you have to eat that 
stuff?”
“I’ve absolutely got to get this whole chunk 
down tonight. I’ve got to put on some 
weight.”
“Did your mother eat cheese when she was 
young?”
“I don’t know, but I suppose she ate some­
thing to gain weight.”
“It must not’ve done much good. I mean 
she’s still pretty skinny.”
“No, it didn’t. She’s always been thin. She 
always tried to gain, but never has. Of course, 
she never tried cheese.”
“You really believe that cheese is going 
to make it?”
“No, I don’t think it will do any good. I 
don’t think anything will. Gaining weight is 
hopeless.”
“Well, why in the hell do ya eat it then? 
It doesn’t make sense. I mean, do you always 
do stuff that you know won’t change any­
thing?”
“Everyone has a right to a dream, Mike. If 
you don’t have a dream you’re worse than 
nobody.”
“Whata you got? A dream you don’t even 
believe in for Christ sake.”
“If you believe in a dream, it will ruin you.”
— 35 —
“Ruin you? You’re a screwy midget, Wren. 
You’re screwy.”
“I know, but I’m right.”
“I suppose, I’m supposed to dream about 
basketball, but never believe I’ll make it.” 
“What else can you do?”
Mike shrugged his shoulders. He walked 
to the open doorway that connected the lobby 
to the basketball court. He stood in the door­
way, and, for the first time really saw the 
game. The cheerleaders danced in front of 
their admirers, and laid naked their beauty. 
The first six rows of people stood and yelled 
and tried to get the cheerleaders to notice 
them and they picked their pimply necks and 
paid no attention to those behind them. The 
small people in the next rows strained to 
see the game, to live it, but couldn’t, and 
they shouted bad mouth at the barrier be­
cause they couldn’t, for they knew the only 
way for them to be seen by the cheerleaders 
was to be playing, to be on the floor and play­
ing. In the rows behind sat the young people 
who had not been separated, and who knew 
of no separation and who had not as yet tried 
their dreams. They were too young even to 
realize their dreams were not real. The cheer­
leaders admired the players, and the players 
danced through the ball-game knowing they 
had made it, and they shot always perfect 
jump shots which could not miss, as fate had 
already shot them years before. The fathers 
watched their sons and remembered the days 
when the perfect shots had been open and 
naked before everyone, when the shots were 
not business, and they thought about Mrs. 
Medly. And Mrs. Medly watched her daugh­
ter, and remembered her dance, and crossed 
and uncrossed her old but still fine legs and 
smiled at the fathers who also remembered 
her dance. In back of the fathers, the rows 
were filled with stoop-shouldered people. The 
women, with clouded eyes, watched the 
cheerleaders and dreamed the dream they 
could not let themselves believe. The thin 
women nibbled on bits of food, and the fat 
women sat very still and tried to forget the 
groans in their stomachs. The men watched 
the game and felt themselves on the court 
and sometimes when the game was exciting, 
their hands darted above their heads and shot 
imaginary jump shots, and they had to force 
themselves to remember they had never shot 
a perfect shot in their lives, and never would. 
Mike tried not to believe what he saw.
He watched Big Ed make a beauty from 
fifteen feet out.
“Ed is goin’ to make twenty points again.” 
“He always does,” said Wren who was still 
standing in front of the trophy cases.
“I suppose the lucky bastard always will,” 
said Mike. He turned from the doorway and 
walked to Wren.
“Sometimes you are terribly funny,” said 
Wren. “Big Ed is bound to miss once in a 
while.”
“Big deal, all I ever wanted was a chance 
to shoot. A chance. That’s all I wanted.” 
“You wanted your name on a trophy.” 
“Ya I did, but I forgot to look first and 
see if my old man’s name was on a trophy. 
If I’d have realized my old man had never 
made it, I could have saved myself a lot of 
time. I could have worked, maybe saved 
some money. Hell, in five years time, I 
might’ve had enough money saved to buy a 
new car.”
“Hi, mouth or mouse or what-ever your 
name is.”
It was the guy from the first row with the 
pimply neck. He thumped his fist on Mike’s 
chest and drank coke from a paper cup. 
“Whatya got to say about my neck now?” 
“I hadn’t thought about it lately. See, I 
didn’t understand then about how it is. I 
mean, I know all you got in life is to stand 
up in front of people and you got to do it all 
the time so you can be somebody because 
you can never be anybody on account of 
your zitty neck.”
“Okay wise one. Let’s go out on the green. 
You really want your lunch bad.”
“I couldn’t leave my date, friend, not to­
night. Besides, I really want to talk to ya. 
I want to ask ya something.”
“Ya, what?”
“Does your old man have a neck like 
yours? I mean, I don’t mean it like a dig 
or anything. I really want to know.”
“Ya, he does, what about it?”
“And you always sit in the first row? I 
mean all the time?”
“Ya, what about it?”
“Just curious.”
“You’re pretty wise ain’t ya?”
“I just wanted to know, that’s all.”
“Well, look mouse, I hate to bust you up 
in front of your queen here, so I’ll tell ya 
what. You stay out of my way, and keep
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your mouth shut and I’ll spare your blood. 
Okay?”
“Ya—thanks one hell of a lot. You’re a 
great guy.”
“You know it, mouse.”
The zitty necked guy turned and walked 
back towards the student bleachers. Mike 
watched him go, and then said: “Thanks, 
zitty.”
“You have an absolutely terrible mouth, 
Mike. Sometimes it works like gold, but it’s 
always terrible.”
Mike held Wren’s hand, and they walked 
through the lobby doors and outside. They 
walked along the side of the building.
“That’s kind of rotten. I mean, that kid’s 
old man musta known how bad it is to be a
guy with a zitty neck and that his kids would 
have zitty necks, and he went ahead and had 
kids anyway. He must have no heart at all.” 
They walked out into the parking lot be­
hind the building.
“I’m never going to accept the seventh 
row,” said Mike, “I’m going to fight it. I’ll al­
ways fight it, but not like I have. It’s the be- 
gining I have to fight, and the beginning is 
older than ten of me so it’ll be hard to fight. 
1 guess what I’m really going to do is not 
accept the beginning.”
“All you have,” said Wren, “and all you will 
ever have is a beautiful, terrible mouth that 
can throw words out on the floor your feet 
will never touch.”




It was city season 
and city breath ever 
dryworms 
and paving leaves 







It was that season 
that never seemed to change 
but lingered 
and lingered 
till it was there 
forever
II
I will walk into the city 
and tall gray buildings 
will watch me 
move
among them 
They will stare 
with cold stone eyes 
and never speak
but shift their footing 
in the wind 





in the hollow of a little dream 
head pressed hard against the sky 
sleeps and falls 
like honey on the streets
Dark chasms
strinkled with light 
then shadow 
with cold stone faces 
that weep out upon them
IV
The rain storm 
broke the night 
half in two
We are cold now 
wet and tired 
and yet we move 
and move 
not at all 
Why does it rain so hard 
the world is wet enough already
V
A dwarf was walking by 
ugly and distasteful
alone he was a plant 
that could grow there 
lost from sunlight and stars
I am an aging dwarf 
he sang 
Loving the buildings alike me
VI
Night
and the city 
was a cemetery
alive with ghosts 
and hallucinations 
strange creatures crawl about 
and colors flicker like disease 
Above the streets
sad eyes ponder
and then die out to darkness
Amused
and yet wondering 
tears flow 
freeze
or are blown dry
small rodents 
clean and brush 
And strange sounds 
filter up from the streets
VIII
Alive
the city was alive
with deadness 
It was all fingers 
and stone and metal 
and a thousand things
it was the echo of 
It was as sad and grim 
as they had meant it
not to be 
It was cold and dark 
and even the fish 
passing neath its pillars
were both dead and dying
IX
The city





died as they built
and grew lonelier 
still
X
Till it had grown higher 




it cast darkness 
round them 
It had turned them over 
till the sky was gloom 
and the earth disappeared 
below them
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morality and the cold w a r . . .
(Continued from page six)
makes such a shift not only possible, but justi­
fied—contrary to our current cultural beliefs.
There are two prevailing pseudo-intellec­
tual fashions that will have to be cut through 
beforehand, however. The first is the tired, 
know-it-all posture of the smug conserva­
tives, washed-out liberals and frustrated radi­
cals who gave currency to the saying, “we 
are not out to save our little world.” They 
might be classified as junior-grade cynics 
since they have developed no systematic 
body of thought to justify their resignation. 
And a resignation is just what their pose is— 
a resignation handed in in the face of world 
problems too complex for their meager 
spirits.
The second fashion is at first more per­
suasive, but in the end no less of an excuse 
for evading issues. This is the sociological 
relativism characterized by an inordinate 
amount of reasonableness coupled with a 
great deficiency of reason. It was hailed as 
“the end to ideology.” In this ideology of the 
ending, all moral values are relative to cul­
ture, and to judge otherwise is ethnocentri- 
cism. Contrary to Marx, who believed there is 
a general human nature, the passive material­
ists who follow this doctrine assume that 
human beings come into the world as blank 
sheets of paper upon which the culture in 
which they were born writes its message. In 
an argument in German Ideology, Marx 
points out what amounts to the fact that this 
ignores those who wrote and continue to 
write the culture. It also ignores that societies 
which have emphasized the depth and worth 
of the human individual, and permitted the 
greatest expression of that depth and worth, 
have reached the highest and most fluid 
levels of civilization. That this is not an eth­
nocentric value judgment about the planes 
of human development is manifested not only 
by history, but by psychoanalytic experience 
with individuals in our own culture whose 
awareness of depth and personal worth has 
been suppressed and restricted in much the 
same way various cultures have attempted 
such suppression and restriction in all their 
members. Superficially, these people appear 
to be among the most well-adjusted and 
happy persons (although there is always an
impression that they lack something), but 
closer observation shows a great deal of 
depth, and large areas of inner conflict result­
ing from its repression. With these remarks 
in mind, we may continue.
Karen Horney points out that there are, 
roughly speaking, three approaches to the 
problem of human morality. The first ap­
proach assumes humanity is inherently evil 
or wicked (the Puritans, for example) or 
pervaded by primordial instincts and drives 
(it is) which are adjudged evil (they aren’t). 
For anyone with such beliefs, the end of 
morality must be to contain, control and over­
come, through a system of restrictions, the 
natural condition of humanity.
The second approach postulates that human 
beings are both good and evil. In this case, 
the end of morality is to make certain the 
final triumph of the good in human nature 
over the evil. Evil must again be suppressed 
and combatted, but there is also a concurrent 
provision for reinforcing and encouraging 
good. Here, too, a set of strictures, in the form 
of resolute volition and determination, is 
engaged, even though a duality of method is 
involved.
In the light of present psychoanalytic* and 
social knowledge, it can be said that both of 
the foregoing approaches are based on mis­
taken assumptions. (Trivially, there are 
sound psychological explanations of why such 
beliefs arose in the first place.) Thus, we 
come to the third approach to human moral­
ity, based on the knowledge that human 
beings are not innately good or innately evil 
or innately good and evil, but, as all living 
things, born with the propensity to grow, 
develop and realize their given abilities and 
potentialities. This is not to say they will do 
so under all conditions. Just as trees germ­
inating on a rocky, wind-swept mountain side
*My choice of the term “psychoanalytic” is not 
accidental and should not be confused, as it so often 
is, with “psychiatric.” Because it is much less con­
cerned with subjective knowledge than psycho­
analysis, the witch doctors of psychology have taken 
refuge within the folds of psychiatry. Consider 
your experiences with friends or acquaintances 
who have submitted to the medicine-man ministra­
tions of everything from tranquillizers and anti­
depressants to mind-blasting electric shock treat­
ments and brain surgery at the hands of a “psychi­
atrist.”
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do not grow straight and tall, but take on 
many grotesque and bizarre forms because 
maintaining their precarious existence is the 
first order of life, so, too, will the human 
personality adopt fantastic and extravagant 
means of sustaining itself in an inimical 
environment.
It follows that human beings born into a 
culture beset by a materialism so extreme 
that they come to regard even themselves as 
things, as “personality packages” to be chaf­
fered in the social and economic markets, will 
be steeped in uncertainty, suspicion and lat­
ent hostility. They will view possession and 
consumption as the only certainties. As a 
result, anyone who challenges possession and 
consumption as the end of human endeavor, 
challenges the only meaning life has to these 
people, and runs into a veritable windmill of 
emotionalism. To make the matter all the 
more ironical, possession and consumption 
are only quasi-certainties, based as they are 
largely on pseudo or manufactured needs — 
more of which can always be invented.
It is not my intent to continue this analysis 
of materialistic culture in the present essay— 
for that, I would refer the reader to Aldous 
Huxley’s classic portrayal of its final state 
in Brave New World. Rather, now that we 
are cognizant that uncertainty, suspicion and 
hostility are not natural characteristics* of 
humanity, I would like briefly to suggest 
what its alternative would and would not be.
It should be obvious that this alternative 
would not be a system of what Marx would 
have called “crude” socialism or “crude” 
communism (of which the Soviet Union is 
an extreme example), in which the state 
merely takes over the function of the private 
capitalist and the goal of society remains the 
same—consumption. In such a society, the 
concept of something not belonging to every­
one is summarily abolished and transitory 
physical possession is still the pre-eminent 
objective, only more so. Instead of the plane 
of human existence being elevated, it is 
dragged down to the level where everyone is, 
in Marx’s term, a “worker.” Note that a sys­
tem which glorifies this “worker,” as recent
* Again, let me emphasize that they are not natural 
characteristics of humanity if it is properly allowed 
and encouraged to develop. However, these are 
natural to human beings thwarted in this develop­
ment.
Communist systems have, is the greatest 
mockery of Marx. To him, the term “worker” 
meant a person forced into the automaton­
like, routinist roles of producing and con­
suming and producing, which are the inevi­
table result of a mass-consumption oriented 
society. This, he felt, was the greatest de­
gradation of a person’s humanity.
In contradistinction, what I have been 
attempting to give some indication of, as 
Marx was, is the logic of, and, more, the vital 
necessity of taking the next step in human 
evolution, the step toward a society which 
would result in the final emancipation of 
human beings, the self-realization and full 
development of the human personality—the 
step toward a society which would free 
people forever from physical poverty, 
whether artificial or actual, and its attendant 
chains. The United States, which is presently 
idling along well under its full productive 
capacity and has a significant percentage of 
its populace unemployed, is not only quite 
capable of attaining this end itself, but cap­
able of aiding the rest of the world in its 
achievement, also.
The question now arises: How would the 
establishment of such a society in the United 
States directly affect the cold war? The 
answer, as difficult as it may be to accept, 
is simple. The Soviet Union is not out to 
dominate the world and at present genuinely 
desires universal disarmament and peaceful 
coexistence. If it were otherwise, Russia 
would have rolled into Western Europe over 
the shreds of the Atlantic Pact’s paper tiger 
years ago; if it were otherwise, there would 
be no Chinese-Russian rift. Given a confi­
dent and willing American people, whose 
perception of these facts is not blurred by 
fear and irrationality, definite steps toward 
universal, controlled disarmament and a 
workable world government could be taken 
today. This is an actuality that cannot be 
sloughed off, however much immature cynics 
who can’t see further ahead than their next 
cigarette may wish to do so. The cold war is 
to a large extent the result of a fatalistic 
acceptance of the current drift, of continuing 
to trod traditional paths solely because they 
have been trod before, of failing to strike out 
for new horizons. The men and women who 
founded this nation, of course, did not fail.
I cannot believe it was for nought. •
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